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Foreword 

Some stories are not written because someone thought of them, 

but because they insist on being told. The Story of a Thousand 

Lifetimes is such a story. This second part describes my journey, 

and at the same time the journey of many who, in those same 

years, felt the call of something new moving through the world. 

This book tells of the years before the New Energy began to 

spread on Earth and in the Cosmos. It is about searching, 

stumbling, remembering, losing, and rising again. About old 

pain that surfaced, and the unexpected openings that could 

emerge through it. 

Although it describes my personal path, it is not meant as a 

memoir or a diary. It is more like a chronicle, a remembrance, a 

mirror. Perhaps you will recognize something of your own 

story within it, or perhaps it will open a window toward 

something new. What follows is a testimony, a weaving of 

experiences, passed on with the intent that every reader may 

feel: I am not alone in this. 

May this book touch you where words fall short, and inspire 

you to continue your own journey with gentleness and courage. 

With love, 

Joy 
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Chapter 1 

A string from the mailbox opens the door to ancient wisdom. 

 

Just like the first time I stood at the door of Han Boering, a great 

connoisseur of the I Ching, a string is dangling from the 

mailbox. As I am about to pull it, Han already opens the door. 

“Well, there you are again,” he says. “Come in.” 

A little later I am sitting at the table with a cup of tea, trying 

to stay out of the smoke of Han’s cigarette. 

“What is your question?” Han begins. 

 “I’d like to gain insight into how best to continue with my 

book. I notice that I’m starting to falter.” 

“Oh yes,” Han says, “you wrote that in your email. Let’s see 

what the I Ching has to say about it. But first, can you tell me 

what you have in mind?” 

“I’ve been left with questions about the use of oracles and 

mediums. The main character has been advised by all kinds of 

people working with oracles, acting as mediums, or practicing 

astrology. Her problem is that these pieces of advice don’t 

always align. In addition, she has developed her own insights 

and receives messages from spirit, and she must somehow 

reconcile all of this, which doesn’t always succeed. I want the 

main character to discover which advice she can safely follow 

and which she should distrust. Where are the boundaries of 

what such advisors can truly offer?” 

“Interesting,” Han says, picking up his cards. “It’s good to 

realize right away that consulting oracles is as old as humanity 
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itself—it comes from the human urge to know more about what 

cannot be seen.” 

Han looks silently at the cards and their positions for a 

while, nods, and begins to speak. “In the center lies Following, 

which means that you follow your ideal. Now it’s about what 

surrounds it—what will work for you, and what will not.” 

“Do I see Small Restraint?” I say. “All that fussing and 

nitpicking over the tiniest details?” 

“In this case it means you will have to work hard to truly tell 

the story well,” Han continues. “Let’s look further. You are 

making many discoveries that will lead you from the distant 

past to the here and now. That fits perfectly with what this book 

is about, and it aligns with your own nature. You will also 

discover how often people, through wishful thinking, distort 

their own reality. Because of that, the main character’s insights 

will become much clearer. She has been conditioned in a certain 

way and therefore dealt with the advice of oracles, mediums, 

and astrologers in that same way. She thought she understood 

what was meant, but she comes to different insights. A 

beautiful development.” 

Han lights another cigarette, which immediately sends me 

into a coughing fit, and then goes on. “You have a strong 

ambition—as does the main character, of course. That is 

reflected in the hexagram The Caldron. But you are also 

confronted with life circumstances, represented by the Well. 

Both are part of this reading. It means that when your goal, 

your ideal, and the means diverge, you must make do with 

what is available.” 

“Wait,” I say. “What do you mean by that?” 

“Are you expecting a substantial sum of money?” 

“Yes, my lawyer has filed a lawsuit in the personal injury 

case. I expect the other party won’t be able to avoid paying. 
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Once that is settled, the issue of the doctor’s negligence still 

needs to be addressed. So if all goes well, I should receive two 

payments.” 

“Exactly,” Han says. “I expect you’ll receive both, but if they 

don’t turn out as you expect, you’ll have to manage with what 

you get. It leans toward a favorable outcome. Still, 

circumstances are decisive in how you will give shape to your 

ideal—that is what the cards in this reading show. Obstacles 

also lie on your path, which is why I connect the ideal with the 

circumstances. But this line also appears: ‘He obtains golden 

arrows,’ which means you can truly focus on something. Once 

the last issue with the insurers is behind you, burn the papers 

and move on. Make the most of the circumstances, but don’t let 

them hold you back either. You will succeed, because you feel 

you must write this book—that is what the line ‘at the king’s 

command’ signifies.” 

Han studies the cards again and reaches for his book. “I also 

see that the soul’s mission of the main character—of you, in 

other words—gets stuck on a man,” Han says. “It will take 

great effort, but she finds a way to deal with it and follow her 

own path. That is what the hexagram Innocence shows: when 

you act contrary to your nature, you only create difficulties. 

This is a beautiful development the main character undergoes—

she is truly going to fulfill her soul’s mission.” 

A little later I am outside again. 

Just keep going, Joy, I decide. 
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Chapter 2 

 

An ambulance full of questions, a guide with answers. 

 
It is exactly five years since I met Max again and thought I 

knew he was the man I had been waiting for in this lifetime. I 

am still waiting, and I am sick of it. Every couple I encounter—

happy or not—stirs up an intense longing in me. On top of that, 

it was hardly a pleasant experience to be invisibly dragged into 

an ambulance in which Max was being transported after a heart 

attack, only to be held responsible for the outcome. It has cost 

me many restless hours, and even now I half expect a phone 

call at any moment asking me to rush to a hospital—though it 

makes no sense, since Max keeps me at a distance whenever 

possible. I don’t want to go on like this. That is why I am 

standing at the door of Ian Graham, ready to speak with White 

Bull about the strange bond between Max and me. 

“Welcome,” says White Bull once Ian and I have caught up. 

“As always, I begin with the question: how are you?” 

“Terrible,” I reply. “As if life is conspiring against me.” 

“Tell me,” says White Bull. “What is weighing on you? Then 

I will try to pour a little oil into the wheels so your life can 

move more smoothly again.” 

“As you know, five years ago I came across Max again. At 

that moment I was certain he was the man of my life. Even 

Maria, a psychic I sometimes visit, seemed to confirm this with 

her descriptions. But Max appears completely unaware and 

only grows more irritated by my presence in his life. I could 
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have accepted that—if he didn’t keep showing up when I travel 

in spirit. Not only is he present, he seems blissfully happy in 

those moments we are together. Because he shows no interest in 

me in earthly reality, I have broken the bond I feel with him 

several times. I did so again right before the last week of the 

healing training. 

During a healing I received to release the relationship cord 

with Max so I could move on more easily and freely, things 

became a wild jumble: I suddenly found myself in an 

ambulance where he was being resuscitated, and a voice told 

me I must center myself because I was his anchor on Earth. At 

that point I truly no longer knew what to think of the situation. 

Still, I let that go as well—until I was drawn into contact with 

him again for something not relevant here. A few emails went 

back and forth, but I continued to feel unwelcome. Because I 

could not reconcile the ambulance incident and his journeying 

with me, I could not let him go. At a certain point I was so tired 

of the uncertainty that I decided to directly offer him my 

friendship. I knew I was forcing things, but I could no longer 

bear the situation. His answer took a few days to arrive but left 

nothing unclear: he preferred to keep his distance. I don’t 

understand it. If only I felt indifferent, but I don’t. What is 

happening here? Why is there such an enormous gap between 

the world of spirit and earthly reality?” 

“First of all, let me say this: you have pushed matters to the 

edge because you no longer wish to waste time. What you 

desire is a physical relationship. Look to earthly reality—that is 

where relationships take place on Earth. At that level, Max is 

not interested.” 

“Then why is he with me whenever I journey in spirit?” 

“Max has his reasons for not choosing you within the 

physical reality of Earth. When you undertake a spirit journey 
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with ayahuasca, you are connected with the higher dimensions. 

In that moment, his soul seizes the opportunity to be with you; 

for his soul, it is the only possibility. You and he share an 

ancient bond, and on the level of spirit you are in harmony. He 

delights in your company there, and you in his. But on the 

earthly level he is not connected with you. His brain governs 

his three-dimensional reality and tells him you do not belong in 

it. I advise you: the next time you journey and he appears, 

resolutely deny him access. For you do not want only a spiritual 

relationship—you want a physical one as well. He blocks that. 

Max is not able at this time to choose the way of the soul and to 

break with his current choices. What is happening between you 

is a classic example of free will obstructing the program of the 

soul—affecting not only his life but also yours, and that of 

others. It is a frustrating situation, but everyone, including 

friends in spirit, must bow to free will. It cannot be otherwise.” 

“I have had more than enough of being alone.” 

“Exactly. What you long for is an earthly, physical 

relationship. But I also want to point out that you often have 

the tendency to remain in a state of hope rather than living in 

the here and now. And hope has a partner called hopelessness. 

When one is present, the other is never far away. A life without 

hope is not a hopeless life, but a life of infinite possibilities—

because anything can happen. Give up hope. To hope is to 

refuse to accept what is. When you accept what is, you set him 

free—and perhaps he may make another choice. I am not 

encouraging you with these words to begin hoping again. Live 

with the physical reality, not with what a psychic or an old 

ghost like me tells you. Relationships take place in the physical 

world, not in the astral or the realms of light. It all happens in 

three dimensions. 
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This does not mean you should stop listening to your intuition. 

On the contrary—you have strong intuition that can guide you 

to the right place at the right moment. Your intuition speaks 

through feeling, through bodily sensation. And you know: your 

body is incapable of lying. It helps you distinguish between 

what you perceive and what your imagination wants you to 

believe. Intuition resonates in your body; fantasy does not.” 

“How is it that Maria described Max so accurately as my 

future partner—years before I met him again?” 

“Without doubt this woman is very gifted and has your best 

interests at heart. What happened is that she perceived the 

ancient bond between you and Max. But she also picked up 

your longing. Those two she merged together. Because she saw 

you both so clearly intertwined, she gave you details that made 

it almost a certainty in your mind that Max would be your 

partner in this earthly life. And it could have been so, had his 

free will not chosen otherwise. 

What you now long for is the classic story: woman meets 

man, the step-by-step unfolding that leads to relationship. 

Allow yourself this. Let Max go. Live in the now. Turn him 

away if he comes again during a spirit journey, for it is a direct 

torment to you—and very tempting to fall back into. What you 

need—also considering the work that lies before you—is a very 

earthly relationship with all its pleasures. Someone who keeps 

you anchored in the here and now, even though you will at 

times visit other dimensions. After all, you did not come to 

Earth to be only a spirit. 

Such a relationship is also good for keeping your heart open. 

That is the place where we, and thus also Tithua, place our 

messages and guidance. Do not think that Tithua is waiting 

impatiently for you to be ready to work with her. Where she is, 

there is no time. She waits quietly until you are prepared. And 
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when the moment comes, it can all unfold very quickly. Do you 

have any more questions?” 

“That was clear, thank you. Just one small question about the 

court case that will take place in a few weeks.” 

“Ask.” 

“I notice I am very tense about the outcome and afraid that 

this alone may have a negative effect. What old belief in me 

could be disturbing the process?” 

“Know that the situation no longer serves you, and that not 

only human law but also spiritual law has influence on the 

outcome. Beyond that, I say to you: whatever the outcome, do 

not make yourself dependent upon it. This issue simply no 

longer serves you. Over every drama the curtain must 

eventually fall. Over this one too.” 

“Thank you,” I say. 

“And I thank you for giving me the opportunity to serve 

you. Remember that you are part of the Universe, whose only 

desire is to give. You have no idea what blessings will come 

into your life when you live in harmony with that. I bless you 

and hold the image of the highest possible for you. Find the 

true freedom with which you become, on Earth, a reflection of 

truth. God be with you.” 

White Bull disappears, and slowly Ian returns. 
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Chapter 3 

A code word, a farewell, a battle in heaven. 

“And…?” Anton asks when I come to report on the weekend. 

“It was all about Max, Max, and more Max. Just as White 

Bull said, he completely blocks my way. And that wasn’t all—I 

received the code words he and I had agreed to use in this life 

during the ayahuasca ceremony. I had completely forgotten 

them.” 

“And what are those code words, if I may be so bold as to 

ask?” says Anton. 

“I need you.” 

“I need you?” 

I can hear he’s struggling not to laugh. “Don’t you dare.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it, but still—it’s quite something that 

those were the very words you once agreed upon.” 

“Yes, yes, I know. The only words I never managed to say to 

Max, the words that stuck in my throat. And shall I tell you 

something? It’s too late to use them now.” 

“You could at least give it a try.” 

“Do you think I could still achieve anything with them?” 

“That’s not the point, in my view. The point is to speak those 

words aloud—and preferably to mean them.” 

“But I don’t need him anymore. In fact, I already let him go 

after what White Bull told me.” 
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“Do you really believe that? I think it would do you good to 

speak those words anyway, even if only to let him know how 

hard they are for you to say.” 

“I’ll think about it.” 

 

Once back home, I sit down at my laptop to send Max a 

farewell email. I spend hours searching for the right wording. 

When I’m finally satisfied, I still don’t dare press the send 

button. I get up, walk to the kitchen, make a cup of tea, return, 

and read the text once more. Does it sound right? Am I writing 

something I’ll regret? 

 

Dear Max, 

Rest assured, this is the last message I will send you, and 

it is meant as a farewell. 

Before you and I entered this life, we made an agreement 

to support one another when the moment came, as I’ve 

told you before. The words we agreed to use if one of us 

needed the other were: “I need you.” Unfortunately, I did 

not remember those words at times when I truly could 

have used your help. They never even occurred to me; in 

fact, they are words I can barely speak. 

This past weekend I was shown that I could not move 

forward unless I addressed the situation between you and 

me. When I heard those words we had agreed upon, I 

was astonished that I had not remembered them. 

White Bull (who he is, you can find on the website 

kindmanmankind) told me, among other things, when I 

asked what was going on: “This is a classic example of free 

will crossing the program of the soul. Very frustrating, but 

everyone must bow to it, even when it affects other lives.” 
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I can do nothing but bow to your free will. And I can no 

longer wait. I needed you, but I never said it outright. 

Because I am tired of waiting and deeply long to have 

someone by my side, I am moving on. 

I wish you love and light on your further path. 

Joy 

 

No, I see nothing in this message I don’t mean, nothing that 

tries to manipulate. It is as I have written it. Then I press the 

send button. So that’s that, I think. A day later there is a reply. 

 

Dear Joy, 

A beggar in India went to the temple, lit incense, and 

prayed to his favorite Buddha: “Lord, I am so poor and 

miserable, please let me win the lottery.” Thus the devout 

beggar prayed daily in the temple, and years went by. 

One fine day the Buddha grew tired of these complaints. 

He raised his eyes and said: “Then why don’t you buy a 

ticket…?” 

Well, here or there, I wonder—am I being compared to 

that tiresome beggar? 

With this answer I see that I must account to you for my 

actions, or inaction. For those who are not wise, like me, 

Joy, life is full of riddles—mysteries, if you will. What life 

has taught me so far is that appearance and paradox are 

its characteristic forms. So I am left to wonder whether 

there is a deep truth in the old adage that everything is an 

illusion, that our world is nothing but appearance. From 

that wonder I draw inspiration and feel vitality. A 

mystery must remain so, otherwise it ceases to be a 

mystery. 
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You might ask yourself whether the distance I keep from 

you does not in fact give you the space and freedom you 

need in this life. And whether my free will, in choosing 

not to admit you into my life, is not also guided or 

inspired by a wise plan. Messages that come from afar are 

not always easy to decipher, you must understand. This 

knowing you discover layer by layer by living your life. 

This is my message to you, and you must make do with it. 

You must trust that I am sincere. 

Necessity is a feature of action—or inaction. There is no 

necessity to be. Life is eternal; otherwise it would not be 

itself. “My manifestation is a play of nature, divine folly,” said 

a wise man once. 

Be a divine fool, Joy, and do only what is necessary. 

Farewell. 

Max 

 

I read and reread, trying to grasp the deeper layers of what Max 

has written so beautifully, while at the same time struggling to 

suppress my irritation at the words make do with it. Is he casting 

himself as an illusion I created—as the Buddha statue of the 

beggar? Surely he doesn’t mean me as the Buddha. What is he 

showing me? Why does he hide his feelings behind so many 

words and metaphors? Is he afraid of hurting me, and is this his 

way of delivering the message? Reading it this way, it seems as 

though Max has not sensed my intent, and that hurts. 

And is it coincidence that he used the word fool? I think of 

the first time the fools invited me to come and play; I also think 

of the tarot card I once drew as my year card, the card of the 

Joker, warning me to take a closer look at something. I don’t 

know. Still, it feels good that Max is finally responding 

personally to one of my messages—and that he seems to be 
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listening to messages from afar, from higher dimensions, even 

if they don’t match his near-constant presence during my spirit 

journeys. 

I have never doubted his sincerity. Does he think I have? Why? 

I decide to be wise, not to argue, and certainly not to try to 

prove myself right. Perhaps by not sharing my feelings openly 

from the start, I am partly responsible for this situation. If only I 

had… then… But if only helps little when it was never done. 

What I do know is that I will never again let such a situation 

arise. Open communication is the shortest road to happiness. 

Still, I remain frustrated, because something nags at me: the 

sense that there are misunderstandings at play, that an image of 

me has arisen that is not true. There is nothing I can do about it 

now, and that makes me angry. 

 

Thank you, Max, I appreciate what you’ve written. 

By the way, I have never doubted your sincerity, and you 

are one of the people in my life who—though you call 

yourself unwise—at least makes the effort to act, or not 

act, as wisely as possible. 

Well, see you in heaven! 

Joy 

 

See you in heaven. Yes, that’s what it will come down to. I 

imagine the first thing I’ll do upon arrival is storm at Max, grab 

him by his heavenly collar, drag him across the floor, and fight 

out my anger. Meanwhile, Peter looks on, shaking his head at 

this unholy scene. 

The thought of it pleases me. Here I am on Earth, alone, 

while the agreement had been to do this together. As if I had 

been lured into a trap. I hadn’t wanted to return to Earth 
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again—but because Max was coming, I agreed. And look at me 

now. 

Still, the heavenly brawl with Max has done me good, 

because damn it, I won’t let this defeat me. No Max in this life? 

Fine. Then I’ll go on alone—or perhaps I’ll meet another man. 

Slowly my rebellious, angry mood ebbs away, and a more 

mature, wiser part of me emerges. There is a woman inside me 

who refuses to be defined by others, who remembers she has 

her own work to do. Besides, I have no desire to behave like an 

angry teenager. What I want is to rise above old pain, to heal 

the remnants of old wounds, and to do my work. 

 

In the days that follow, I discover how deeply I am bound to 

Max. Once again, the emotions sweep through: rage and deep 

sorrow blend with relief, only to give way again to a sense of 

abandonment—even betrayal. I curl up on the couch, so small 

and alone, clutching my wounded heart and wondering if this 

pain will ever give way to joy. 

I think of the time White Bull came to take me into the world 

of light, of that feeling of total connectedness, and I wonder 

how on earth I can now feel so alone, so forsaken by everything 

and everyone. Why didn’t I let go of Max at once, when it was 

clear he barely noticed me and was deaf to my messages from 

other dimensions? Why? 

At last the fog of sorrow begins to lift. One day the phone 

rings, and within two minutes my mood has greatly improved. 

No trial—there is a settlement offer, and even a reasonable one. 

At long last, one of the personal injury cases is over—after six 

years! I can hardly believe it, and yet it feels as if, at last, a 

curtain has fallen over this drama. 

 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting. 19 
 

That evening I sit with Anton at Ian’s place, champagne in 

hand, deeply grateful for the friendship of these two dear men. 
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Chapter 4 

Cups, swords, death—and a new choice. 

Together with Inanya I walk through rugged, desolate terrain. I 

have no idea where we are going. Inanya appeared suddenly 

just as I was about to go to bed and beckoned me to follow her. 

Without another word she turned, clearly assuming I would 

come after her. 

Her black shepherd dog leads the way, moving as if he 

knows exactly where we are headed. I struggle to keep up with 

the pace; I am not used to climbing rocks like a mountain goat. 

After much scrambling and climbing, we finally stand before a 

cave. The dog looks back, sees that Inanya is behind him, and 

slips through a narrow opening. 

I am not fond of tight spaces and hesitate. But I don’t want to 

be left behind. The dog and Inanya wait for me in the passage; 

as soon as they see me, they turn and start walking. I follow. It 

feels as though we are winding through the very heart of the 

mountain, and I completely lose my sense of direction. At last I 

glimpse the flicker of candlelight. Moments later I stand in a 

high, spacious chamber with a large wooden table in the center. 

At the table sits an old man with a deck of cards before him. 

Inanya takes a seat and gestures for me to do the same. The dog 

lies down on the floor, eyes closing. 

Once I am seated, the old man studies me intently, shuffles 

the cards, then spreads them across the table in a wide arc. With 
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his hand he invites me to choose one. I look at the cards and 

pick one. He flips it over and lays it on the table. 

It is the Two of Cups—a card that looks romantic, with two 

lovers offering cups to one another beneath a great wing. Yet on 

closer inspection one is always giving away their full cup to the 

other. It is the card of a fated entanglement. 

The old man gestures for me to draw again. I pick another 

card: the Ten of Swords—one of the most dreaded cards. A 

figure lies pierced to the ground by ten swords. The card of a 

great letting go, radical and merciless, as if brutal force has 

suddenly broken into your life. 

Again he motions me to draw. This time I reveal Death. I 

need no further explanation. This is the card of bidding farewell 

to the old, of creating space for the new. 

The man rises suddenly and beckons me to follow. Inanya 

looks at me intently; I cannot quite read her meaning, but I rise 

with anticipation to go after him. 

We hurry through passage after passage—until, as if in 

smoke, the old man vanishes. Without seeing a side corridor or 

doorway, I suddenly stand before a wall. Startled, I look 

around. Fortunately my eyes have grown used to the dim light, 

and I don’t panic. I remain standing there, uncertain. 

Then Inanya appears. She signals me to follow her back. At 

the table sits the old man once more, as though he had never 

left. By now accustomed to strange occurrences, I am no longer 

surprised. 

“Before you do anything, you must first feel. Have you 

forgotten that? Your feeling immediately told you not to follow 

the man, and yet you did. And when it turns out you have 

made the wrong decision or reached a dead end, you return to 

your starting point and make a new choice. If you return, for 

example, to the moment when it became clear that Max was not 
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choosing you, you can make a new choice. Do that, and you 

will free your way again. Feel deeply what has happened of 

late. Reflect on what has brought you into difficulty, take stock, 

and make a decision. 

The cards have spoken, and you understood well what they 

told you. The time before you now is of great importance. But 

you may not, and cannot, begin until you have definitively 

released what blocks your path. And you cannot carry the task 

you have taken on if you keep your heart closed from the pains 

of life.” 

All I can do is nod. Then the veil breaks the contact with 

Inanya. I am back in my own home, staring at the flickering 

candle on the table. 
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Chapter 5 

In the motherline, old wounds are revealed. 

Now that I am truly leaving Max behind, the family secret must 

also come to light. Nothing from the old cycle may remain as an 

obstruction. I pick up the phone and call Mayet, a fellow 

student from the healing training and the one White Bull refers 

to whenever there are persistent issues. Mayet works with 

traumas that have arisen in the bloodline. I tell her about the 

secret, about what I have seen during the soul retrieval and the 

reincarnation session. 

 

“Of course I can try to help you,” Mayet says a little later. 

“I’ll call you back after my appointments today. That will be 

late this afternoon. Expect that I will probably need two 

sessions.” At the end of the afternoon I settle into a chair with 

the phone, prepared to spend at least an hour and a half with 

Mayet. 

“I’ll begin by attuning myself. Then I’ll look at what I can 

perceive in you right now, and after that I’ll review your life 

from conception through your twentieth year. In the second 

session I’ll go further back in the bloodline. All right, I’m tuning 

in now. You may interrupt me with questions at any time.” 

Then it is quiet. I wait tensely for what Mayet will perceive. 

“First of all, you have a great deal of difficulty feeling at 

home on Earth. You don’t feel that you belong, energetically—

as if something doesn’t fit. You are haunted by homesickness 
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and shadowed by fear. You have already understood much, but 

this has not led to the results you wished for. Your trust in 

people is very fragile, especially in relation to women. By 

nature you are deeply spiritual, that is where your trust lies. 

One of your tasks is, among other things, to integrate this trust 

with the earthly energy in which you now live. 

Your inner instruction manual for how to live does not 

match what you perceive around you. And that has been the 

great confusion in your life, beginning at a very young age. It 

has kept you from truly living together with others on Earth. 

You came with a mission and a passion, and they were 

discouraged. Your relationships have been chronically tested. 

You lack experience of equality within relationships. All of this 

made you feel abandoned by people—and by life itself.” 

Here we go again, I think. 

“You switched into survival mode,” Mayet continues. “A 

pattern developed: undergoing intense experiences without 

time to process them, without time to pause. Like a mother in 

wartime who has only one option to protect her children: keep 

going, keep going, keep going—stepping over everything. The 

conclusion you drew very young was: I can’t trust anyone. Only 

myself. I’ll do it alone.” 

Mayet pauses, and I write frantically to keep up with her 

words. 

“In contact with other women, something sharpens in you. 

You have great difficulty trusting women. This is a very old 

wound, one I will go deeper into next time, because it did not 

originate in this life. Yet you long for a kind of sisterhood, one 

that truly feels safe. All of this has created great tension in your 

third chakra. There sits guilt: a sense of having failed, both as 

mother and as daughter. You can be generous toward others, 

but never toward yourself. Your inner judge is razor-sharp and 
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merciless. I will now discharge this. That means I will release 

the vibration that has been locked into you, based on what I just 

described.” 

I hear Mayet chanting in a language I do not understand. It 

sounds like magical incantations. 

“You are very sensitive to accusations, both verbal and non-

verbal. Further, you tend to respond to men from the mother 

principle. What happens then is that men bring their problems 

to you, lay them down at your feet, and bask in your protection. 

You are so sensitive to the energies of others that it leaves dents 

in your field—like a car left out in a hailstorm. That is what 

your aura looks like.” 

“Well, that must be quite a sight.” 

“It is not hopeless, dear Joy. Let’s go on. Your mother often 

accused you of things you had no part in. In doing so, she 

undermined you. Something in her wanted to break you, even 

while another part tried to be a mother to you. This is 

connected with your throat chakra, which is why a blockage is 

there. 

It is also incomprehensible to you that you keep attracting 

people who dump their stories on you but give you no space to 

share your own. In other words: you give, but you receive little 

in return. You are very inviting and always give others the 

chance to warm themselves at your fire. Others drain you—and 

that is the most important pattern to stop now. I am 

discharging it.” 

Again there is silence. 

“When I look at the healer in you, I see something unique, 

something that makes other healers unable to follow you. It 

makes them feel insecure. I once felt it myself in your presence 

when we were practicing what we had learned. The way you 

did it made me very unsure of myself. I withdrew somewhat 
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and began observing. Not everyone reacts that way. Some 

respond by competing with you—and then you become 

completely confused, for you are unaware of what is 

happening. A power struggle arises, and you withdraw, 

wondering what you did wrong.” 

“Good grief,” I say. “What am I supposed to do with that?” 

“Keep it in mind whenever you are confused by inexplicable 

behavior in response to something you did with the best of 

intentions. Ask yourself if what I described might be at play. If 

you realize it may be so, you can avoid being drawn into the 

struggle for power that might follow. And you will prevent 

yourself from becoming insecure. That alone is a gain.” 

“All right, I’ll take it to heart—though I don’t quite 

understand the ‘unique’ part. I don’t feel I’m doing so well. I 

often feel insecure when we are practicing something new.” 

“That is your inner judge, standing at a distance and 

commenting. But at another level, you are working with very 

ancient knowledge and fully in contact with spirit. All right—

this is what I perceive in your current field of energy. Now I 

will look at the time of your conception and your first twenty 

years. 

In your father I see great confusion around his strength. 

Between your father and mother, it seems, there was a struggle 

for power. As if your mother had to fight to hold her own 

whenever your father was tangled in his own strength. She 

even sometimes felt he treated her unworthily. That feeling led 

to a reaction of resistance, which created new struggles for 

power and great tension during her pregnancy with you. 

Beneath it all she felt attacked, and therefore unsafe. Your 

father tried to do well, but his kindness was overshadowed by 

his confusion about his power, its effect on others, and 

especially on your mother. Because your mother had little 
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experience of truly feeling safe or of warm contact, she 

instinctively sought to protect herself and her unborn baby. 

Like a pregnant animal searching for a safe den in which to give 

birth. But there was no den for her. So her reaction was to 

postpone the birth as long as possible. Were you born late?” 

“Yes, I believe I was.” 

“As you grew up, your mother found it difficult to be your 

ally. She was often spiteful, driven by jealousy and her own 

lack of experience in the natural bond between mother and 

daughter. Her mother had not given her a sense of safety either. 

So she vented her pain on you—and you understood nothing of 

it. To make matters worse, you saw her mother being very 

loving toward you, and that too sparked painful reactions 

toward you. She was overflowing with pain, and that caused 

her to hurt you in turn. 

I do not yet know exactly where it originates,” Mayet 

continues, “but there is violent male energy in your mother’s 

line.” 

“How strange,” I respond. “I would have thought it came 

from my father’s line, recalling what I experienced during a 

reincarnation session. Or could it be that my father continued 

the experience of violent men? As if my mother, through her 

earlier experiences, was magnetized to it again?” 

“I cannot perceive that now,” Mayet says. “We will look into 

it further in the next session. What is important now is this: a 

woman cannot fully grow and flourish if she has not received 

her mother’s affirmation that she is good enough, and that her 

mother loved her. Your mother did love you, but she poured it 

into the unrecognizable form of criticism. And you internalized 

that criticism, turning it into your inner critic. That critic made 

you shrink yourself, and led you to associate love with 

dominance. Now that you know this, it is time to stop waiting 
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for your mother’s approval and to realize that the ugly 

duckling, who tried so hard to please her mother, has grown 

into a woman who no longer needs her approval.” 

As Mayet goes on—I hear something about my great teenage 

love, about a friend’s betrayal when I was seventeen—I remain 

with my thoughts on my mother and her pain. Until Mayet’s 

words again pierce my attention. 

“To be a woman carries so much pain for you that you have 

disempowered yourself as well. It is in your cellular memory, 

which means it did not originate in this life but in a past one. 

We will look at it next time. The themes are: lack of affirmation, 

loneliness, the misunderstanding of your unique healing gifts, 

your tendency to feel responsible for the well-being of others, 

and the repeated disillusionment in relationships.” 

After a pause: “How are you feeling now?” 

“I need to sort this out,” I reply, “but I recognize most of 

what you’ve said.” 

“I will now close by gathering everything into the center 

point and asking for blessing and healing of what we have 

spoken of. There must be at least two weeks between this 

session and the next. I will call you then—is that all right?” 

After I hang up the phone, one sentence lingers: your mother 

even felt he treated her unworthily. What did Mayet mean by that? 
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Chapter 6 

A soul code—between karma and love. 

With a cup of coffee in my hand, I reflect on everything once 

more and decide to approach it in a structured way: by reading 

through my old journals again in search of clues about what I 

am meant to do now. Before long I am completely absorbed in 

my soul code, which I requested six years ago from William 

Gijsen, who channels Master Anthon—an ascended master with 

access to the soul codes of people. 

Your life purpose is to persevere in setting better conditions in 

love and to gain insight into the mechanisms of creation. You 

are a seeker of the thinking type. You strive for understanding 

and search for the why of things. You are guided by your 

intellect and your mind. You are not satisfied with the 

explanations of others. You can be exhausting for people of a 

different type. You find no rest until you have analyzed things 

to the bone. Distinguish between your feelings, your reasoning, 

and your intuition in order to set better conditions. 

Patience and decisiveness are what others can learn from you. 

Teach people to find their place in life, to deal critically with 

their desires, and above all to be themselves. 

As a child you sensed the essence of the soul, wanted to improve 

yourself and put everything in order, but your environment 

prevented you through endless tasks and demands. The great 

pressure from outside made you ill. You never even had the 
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time to look at your own weak spots, because others demanded 

your attention. That wounded you deeply. 

You are now in the second sphere on the fourth step and about 

to move on to the fifth. In this life you must learn to master 

your life situation by choosing. In the second sphere where you 

find yourself, it is about determining for yourself what is good 

and what is bad, and making your choices accordingly. In the 

first sphere it is about helping others fulfill their goals, but in 

the second sphere it is about realizing your own plans. You 

want to figure everything out yourself, for that gives you a 

sense of freedom. It is important for you to do everything your 

own way. Thus you take an independent stance. In the second 

sphere you learn to love yourself and give yourself sufficient 

attention. 

Well, well, I think, I’d better get on with that, because my focus 

is still so often on others. It seems it really is about choosing 

based on my own perceptions. I read on. 

You must learn under what conditions you wish to relate to 

others. You must let your own feelings take precedence over 

those of others. You must choose, and not let yourself be chosen. 

Love for another can only truly unfold if your self-love does not 

suffer from it. Always verify whether what you are looking for 

in a relationship is really there. If you focus too much on the 

conditions of another, you end up in situations that make you 

aware of what you do not want. That is because you have not 

clearly established what you do want. Your greatest talent is 

perseverance. 

Tell me about it, I think. Not only my greatest talent, but also 

my greatest pitfall, Master Anthon! 

Enrich yourself with knowledge and possessions. If you scatter 

your attention, your situation will soon deteriorate. Do not 

stubbornly persist if a situation no longer serves you. Then 
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your talent has turned into its opposite. Discover your inner 

voice, attuned to what is happening within yourself, and then 

you can help others hear their own inner voice. You do not dare 

to trust your intuition in situations where you have no material 

security, or in situations that are unsafe or unstable. 

That at least has improved, I think. I have achieved something 

in these past years. 

When you lack official recognition or a diploma, you feel 

uncomfortable. That is because you want to keep everything 

mentally under control. In the second sphere you are forced to 

pay more attention to yourself, because outer pressures (such as 

work) or inner pressures (such as illness) become too much. As 

you begin to understand more and more of the how and why of 

your daily actions, your contribution becomes more valuable. 

You then invest in what is worthwhile instead of playing it safe. 

Dare to claim your freedom—for that is the quickest way to 

your soul. If you let yourself be too determined by others, if you 

have too much pity and do too much without looking to your 

own needs, setbacks will arise in your life. 

Yes, yes, I think. I can recall a whole series of times when that 

was exactly the case. 

Of course you may be good to others, but first you must check 

whether it is truly your choice. Only then will it not bring 

setbacks. You feel most in balance when you can enjoy your 

freedom. You want to live in a friendly atmosphere with others. 

You come to rest when you can be together with others on a 

loving basis. Relationships bring you the greatest fulfillment. 

Above all, relationships with men will give you satisfaction. Let 

them know you enjoy their company. 

The greatest problems you experience are in love relationships. 

You have been hurt so often in the past that at the first sign of 

approaching pain you withdraw and become distant. This 
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avoidance does not serve you. Often this arises when your 

emotional response is met with a rational one. In such 

moments, ask for an emotional response. You tend to 

undermine your own situation by showing too much 

understanding for another and too little for yourself. Only 

when you find balance between understanding for yourself and 

for another can you even think of a love relationship. Then you 

will not give away too much. The intention is to enter into an 

equal relationship. Participate in life. Stop tormenting yourself 

over possible consequences. You will find out, and you are 

capable of handling them. They will help you along the way 

rather than hinder you, as long as you set the conditions. Open 

your heart, express your ideals, step into the world, change 

yourself where needed, give love—and then you will receive 

love. Develop your leadership qualities and use them. 

The shadow side in this life is marked by desires and experiences 

from past lives. In those lives you also gained much wisdom. It 

is now your task to apply that wisdom, and no longer be led by 

the desires you had then. Let them go, and look at your present 

circumstances and wishes. Do this by discerning the 

importance of the things you are engaged with. 

When you soon pass on to the fifth step, you enter a phase of 

renunciation and work with the archetype of the Hermit—

renouncing desires, letting go of what no longer serves. You 

filter everything down until only what truly matters remains. 

The conditions of the fourth step lose their importance. You 

learn that not all desires need to be fulfilled, and you learn to set 

priorities. It can even bring you peace not to choose something, 

and to discover that this gives you inner rest. You now have 

free choice. You begin to weigh how much effort something 

costs and whether it is worth it. In this phase you learn what it 

means to have and not to have. And you let go of the deep soul-
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fear of the fourth phase, which repeatedly pulled you into 

situations of power and powerlessness and forced you to 

struggle to survive. 

The personal injury case taught me this in a very harsh way. 

Everything of value I had, I was forced to sell just to keep my 

head above water. In love too I know what it is both to have 

and not to have a relationship. 

The motto of the fifth step is: do not be a slave to yourself! 

I immediately think back to the question of the reincarnation 

therapist: “And does seeing the life of a slave perhaps have something 

to say to you in this life?” So letting go is the art. 

Your life ultimately leads to phase six, in which you must 

distinguish between intellect, feeling, and intuition, and in 

which you must think deeply. You must also formulate and 

express your own views. Be independent and self-aware. Dress 

well, take good care of yourself, and work on your appearance, 

which has suffered under the earlier phases. This is the phase of 

working independently with your talents, of shining, and of 

using all of it for a better world. 

The tangle of trials has allowed your karma to dissolve. Only 

when this is done can you consciously alter your destiny. 

What karma do I still have left to resolve? I gaze outside, 

pondering. Life is not yet flowing freely, so I must still have 

work to do. In any case, I need to unravel the family secret. 

According to the angel, that is the great blockage in my life—at 

least, that is what he said a year and a half ago. A year and a 

half already! 

And then my relationships keep surfacing. According to the 

astrologer and Master Anthon, entering into an equal 

relationship is very important in my life—or rather, it is the best 

way to step out of old patterns, to dissolve karma. That will be 

number two on my list. Number three is my worldly task: to 
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work together with Tithua. The problem is that I find it so 

difficult to contact her. It feels as though I am not ready, as 

though she is observing me from a distance and still finds me 

too light. Master Anthon emphasizes that I must not let myself 

be chosen, and so not fall into waiting and hoping. Something 

White Bull also pointed out. So it really is time to stop waiting 

and to take initiatives myself. 

To gain clearer insight into the path I must take, it seems best 

to make a few more soul journeys—this time with my English 

friends of the Sacred Circle. After all, I finally have some 

money, though I mustn’t spend it too freely. And even though I 

have said goodbye to Maria, I still want to make a new 

appointment with her, because of what White Bull said about 

her predictions. 
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Chapter 7 
 

The women’s line whispers of pain and betrayal, the men’s line 

of silence and lung disease. 

 

Outside it is still beautiful weather, strangely warm for the time 

of year. It is time for the second session with Mayet. I wait by 

the phone. I have closed the balcony door to shut out 

distractions from outside. 

“How have things been since the first session?” Mayet asks a 

little later. 

“You know, so much is happening in my life that I don’t 

know what to attribute to what. But together it all feels like 

cleansing—and that’s good.” 

“Good,” says Mayet. “Then let’s continue. First, I’ll attune.” 

It is quiet for a while. 

“In this session I will look into both your mother’s and your 

father’s bloodline to see what traumas have caused vibrations 

still affecting your life today. The first thing I see is a density of 

energy around your heart chakra and your solar plexus, your 

third chakra. Something is weighing on your stomach and 

echoing into your heart. It has to do with your mother and 

relates to painful things that have not been spoken and not been 

forgiven.   

It is an energetic memory that still plays out in your 

relationships with women, despite all the work you have 

already done. The pain is sometimes so great you cannot talk 

about it. Beneath it lies the heavy weight of unforgiveness. Your 
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heart carries a burden that has shot up into your head and 

turned into worrying. Worrying is nothing but distracting 

yourself from the pain in your heart. Behind it sits fear, 

connected to exclusion—with imprisonment as the ultimate 

form of being shut out.”   

“Well, that’s bizarre,” I say. “As a child I was afraid I would 

end up in prison. An idiotic thought for a child. I was also 

afraid of times of occupation, even though—in this life at 

least—I have never experienced war or occupation. How that 

idea took hold is a mystery to me.”  

“Wait a moment,” says Mayet. “We’ll get back to that. In any 

case, the fear creates the sense that something absolute could 

happen to you, something that leaves no second chance. This 

has been resonating in your kidneys and adrenal glands.   

This fear was sharpened by the car accident and its 

aftermath. The production of adrenaline was driven up, which 

eventually led to exhaustion of your kidney energy. You have 

been living for years like an animal in mortal fear, constantly 

pursued by predators. It is serious. Your body is exhausted—do 

not underestimate this. You definitely need help.”   

Her words shock me. That explains why Tithua has already 

told me several times that I must first come to rest before she 

can work with me.   

“Your mother isn’t doing much better. Is she still alive?”   

“Yes, but she has Alzheimer’s. My mother gave the 

impression her whole life of being tired—always tired, never in 

the mood for anything. Most of all she would withdraw into a 

cloud of unreachability with a thriller on the couch.”   

“Yes, yes,” says Mayet, “that doesn’t surprise me. Now I will 

go down the bloodline to find the source.”   

Silence again.   
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“The cause lies twelve generations back, with a woman. I 

feel tension around her kidneys and a paralyzing fear. Also 

pressure on her throat and heart: she had no right to speak. She 

felt constantly observed, the looks around her filled with 

negativity. At the same time there was jealousy, as if people 

begrudged her something. She had a position that gave her 

certain advantages, though she was unaware of it.   

This vibration is what you now carry, which is why you 

cannot get a grip on it—it is not yours. The woman had a pure 

energy of innocence, a Maria- or Mother Goddess energy. With 

it she disarmed people, because she was so natural. She melted 

hearts effortlessly. She knew no separation and stood in her 

innocence in close contact with God. Hardly any ego. What is 

going on here?”   

“What comes up in me,” I say, “is that she was mentally 

disabled.”  

“I cannot confirm that,” says Mayet, “because I am looking 

through her eyes. But suddenly she experiences intense pain, as 

if tortured. I sense the Inquisition. She is forced to give 

statements about her influential parents. She is abused and 

tortured to pressure them. Meanwhile she is told her mother no 

longer wants her. She goes into shock. I will discharge this 

now.”   

I hear the magical, incomprehensible words with which 

Mayet releases the energy.   

“The imprint that arose here is that of being completely 

delivered over to another’s power, used as a pawn. Life 

dependent on someone ill-intentioned. Disempowered, 

dependent on perpetrators. From this can arise the tendency to 

seek safety with the perpetrator—a known pattern, because the 

experience has become part of the comfort zone. Does this 

resonate?”   
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“It certainly does, Mayet. My mother had a violent father 

who eventually ended up in psychiatry. And I was married to 

someone who was regularly psychotic and violent. So yes, it 

resonates.”   

“I will discharge this energy as well.” After a pause she 

continues: “Your lungs are full of grief, because lungs are 

connected to this kind of experience. You could not release it 

until now because you had not reached the source. This also 

explains your distrust of women: that woman was told her 

mother no longer wanted her. For her, that was the ultimate 

betrayal.   

Her mother too must have been driven to utter despair by 

the position her innocent child was put in. The ultimate imprint 

for the girl was that supreme bliss was tied to intense physical 

pain. In you, based on this vibration and perhaps other 

experiences, a deep sadness has formed over the fate of the 

woman. The sadness is coupled with powerlessness, the feeling: 

why should I, it makes no difference.”   

“That energy sits mainly with my mother,” I say. “I came 

into this life like a terrier. I fight until I drop.” Suddenly I think 

of my pink dreams, but Mayet goes on.   

“It feels hard to you, because stepping out means standing 

alone. If you truly dare to face that aloneness, you can heal and 

come into your strength. That is something only you can do, 

now that you are aware. Know that in the time ahead you may 

be overtaken by fear, because you no longer wish to play the 

game of power holders.   

“Now I turn to your father’s line, because something is at 

play there around your ability to express yourself. Bear with 

me, it is better to process this all at once. The cause lies only 

three generations back: your father’s grandfather. He was a 

whistleblower. He exposed something and was cast out. His 
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words were twisted in such a way that he himself was branded 

the enemy. His quality was to serve truth without fear. But 

because he had no impressive position in society, it was easy to 

dismiss him as a fool and an enemy. Eventually he stood 

completely alone and chose silence and conformity. He feigned 

ignorance and went along with winds he despised. Thus the 

fear of speaking lodged in his chest.”   

“Hence all the lung diseases in my father’s family. My father 

had tuberculosis, and his mother died of it. That would mean it 

was my father’s grandfather on his mother’s side. And that’s 

right: as a child I had pneumonia three times. Could that have 

been the result of this trauma?”   

“It could be. The habit that arose in you is to sing a note 

lower than you truly could, given your qualities. Out of fear of 

confronting others. It is a negative energy that found no outlet, 

so you turned it inward. You attacked your own body. It was 

also an ineffective survival mechanism.   

I will now release the unconscious attachment to pain. For 

with that attachment you tried to keep out further pain. As if to 

say: ‘I already have pain, leave me alone.’ You behaved like 

wounded prey and thereby drew the hunters, according to the 

law of attraction.   

I close this session by bringing everything together and 

asking spirit for healing. What can help you most is to work 

with the energy of the Mother Goddess. Call on her help and 

dedicate your coming soul journeys to contact with her. That 

can truly bring peace into your life.”   

 

A day later it dawns on me: I may now know more about what 

happened in my family, but I still have no idea who that man 

was who appeared like a grease spot during the reincarnation 
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session. What now? I feel disheartened. Should I pursue it 

further, or simply let it rest? 
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Chapter 8 

An encounter full of predictions, forgiveness, and hidden 

powers. 

It is a dull, gray day when, after a long time, I find myself once 

again at Maria’s door. 

“How lovely to see you again, come in,” she says brightly, as 

always.  

“Would you like some coffee?” 

When Maria also sits down, she looks at me carefully. 

“Yes, yes,” she says, “if only he could let go of his prejudices 

and hasty conclusions. Let him be. By the way, you’ll first have 

a little interlude—a man with whom you still have some karma 

to work out.” 

“Oh no, not again.” 

Maria laughs and continues: “It’s not all doom and gloom; it 

will also be a pleasant distraction. You’ll see. After that, a new 

love will come. He seems to be a writer too. Know that you will 

only truly be able to heal once the love relationship meant for 

you is realized. Then a beautiful time in your life will begin.” 

“Are you seeing my great wish, or are you seeing what will 

truly manifest?” 

“My child, of course I see your wishes, but I look at what 

will appear on your path—what is already there, though not yet 

visible. And I only tell you what my guide confirms.” 
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“White Bull told me that you most likely saw the old bond 

between Max and me, combined it with my heart’s desire, and 

thus came to tell me that Max was the man with whom I would 

have a deep love relationship. But he doesn’t want that—so 

how does this fit?” 

“I stay far away from desires and only tell you what I 

perceive on your path. I have told you more than once to let 

Max go, otherwise you’ll end up pulling at him. When you pull 

on someone, they pull back, and that creates distance. That is 

what is happening. If you release him, you free Max, and he can 

make new choices. I am certain that is also what White Bull was 

trying to bring about.” 

“White Bull did indeed say something along those lines.” 

“But Max and you have an agreement, and that is sacred. 

White Bull undoubtedly knows this too. The cosmos will do 

everything to ensure you both keep that agreement. You simply 

cannot know how it will be fulfilled. It might be that you only 

meet again when you are very old. Or it might be that you run 

into him soon, in some unexpected place and at some 

unexpected moment. Trust the cosmos.” 

“I believe you’re right,” I say. “White Bull said, in different 

words, much the same as you just did. Both of you tried to 

loosen me, so that I can move on with my life. Coming back to 

what you perceive and tell me: perhaps I simply don’t know 

how to handle predictions. I once needed them to get through a 

difficult, dark period in my life. Now, knowing what the future 

will bring works against me rather than giving me strength.” 

“You know, Joy, what I told you was meant to give you hope 

and courage, so that you would not hang your head. Sometimes 

I know I say things whose meaning only dawns on you much 

later—when suddenly everything falls into place. You don’t 

need me anymore. What I tell you today is enough to trust your 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting. 43 
 

own intuition going forward. And yours is very strong. You 

only need to train yourself more in distinguishing between 

your intuition, your imagination, and the voice of your ego. 

And don’t just accept everything that comes your way; you too 

are entitled to use your free will. 

Now I must tell you this: your upbringing has left deep 

marks—we’ve spoken of it before. Soon you will have the 

opportunity to heal from it. Your father has been present from 

the moment you walked in the door, and he asks for 

forgiveness.” 

“Forgiveness? For what?” 

“For something he did when you were very small.” 

“Oh,” I say. “Well Dad, you’re forgiven—even though I 

don’t know exactly what you mean.” 

Maria looks at me, says nothing, picks up the cards again, 

shuffles them, and hands them to me. I begin to feel a little 

uneasy. When, a moment later, the cards lie in their familiar 

pattern on the table, it seems my father is forgotten. Together 

we look at what the cards have to say. 

“Before long you will begin to use powers, thoughts, and 

energies that have so far remained hidden. They will help you 

in your work. You will travel the world as a medium and will 

be confronted with much grief from others. Let it flow through 

you and back out again. You will also use automatic writing in 

contact with a spirit. You will start over again. Somewhere 

along the way you lost track. But don’t worry about it—you 

will be helped.” 

“What? A medium? What’s that supposed to mean? My task 

is to work with Tithua, isn’t it?” 

“It could be that one does not exclude the other. It will be 

arranged—don’t trouble yourself. Let me continue. As I’ve told 

you before, you are often the subject of gossip. It is hard to 
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defend yourself against it; you know it happens, and you 

cannot stop it. Put it aside, pay it no attention. What you can do 

to protect yourself somewhat is to be very careful with whom 

you share things. It is best to have a few confidants and 

otherwise not tell much to people you don’t know thoroughly. 

On this theme there is a nasty card in this spread. 

Beware also of profiteers. With your success you will attract 

them, but even in the short term someone will come toward 

you whom you must be cautious of—perhaps two. You will 

move to a sunny house. That house will appear very 

unexpectedly on your path. You will be very busy and travel a 

lot. The house you live in now is a good place for resting and 

preparing for what is to come. There is still something to be 

resolved, and before long you will have the opportunity to do 

so. 

You will gain a new friend, a woman with whom you can 

truly feel safe and familiar—something you don’t have much 

experience with. Very nice. And know this: don’t worry about 

money; there will be more than enough, both personally and 

professionally.” 
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Chapter 9 
 

And if I haven’t yet learned to let go of Max, then I really am a 

very stubborn donkey. 
 

Two days later I drive to the astrologer, to ask her the same 

questions so I can compare the answers and hopefully get some 

clarity about all those oracles and fortune tellers. 

“I read your book,” is the first thing she says when I step 

inside. 

“How nice,” I reply. “And what did you think of it?” 

“Confronting, really confronting to read back what I once 

said.” 

“How so?” 

“Did I really say that Max was walking in the shadows 

beside you?” 

“No,” I say. “You said that ever since Saturn appeared in the 

first house, someone was walking along with me. At some 

point I thought of White Bull, but it could also have been 

Tithua.” 

“Really? And who was Tithua again?” 

“A spirit who contacted me a year ago and reminded me of 

the agreement we once made.” 

“Interesting.” 

“But the reason I’m here now is to ask you to take another 

close look at the relationships in my life.” 

“Of course. I’ve already printed out your horoscope.” She 

switches on the recorder. 
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“First this: in the second half of 2013 a major shift will occur, 

when Jupiter moves into Cancer. For you that means your 

attention will be fully drawn to home life—both physically and 

emotionally. I suspect that by then you’ll also have found your 

true home base. 

I also see something important around relationships: you are 

sensitive to authority because of the family you grew up in. 

That makes you want to stay in control. And that’s exactly 

where things went wrong with Max, right?” 

“Yes,” I say. 

“Relationships cannot be controlled. Surrender is the key—

surrender to what is, to the cosmos. Give the other person 

space, otherwise it only brings misery. 

Pluto is in your first house: that is your deepest essence. 

Pluto repeatedly knocks down your ego so your soul can 

become visible. That way, your soul can also work in physical 

reality. It connects you to the source of power—the sun, God. 

With that comes responsibility: this power must not be 

misused. Your lessons lie especially in relationships. You are 

now closing a series of lifetimes that can be summed up as a 

journey of self-discovery: sometimes you felt like nothing, 

sometimes very important. The family you chose in this life 

forced you to rely on yourself, especially in one-on-one 

relationships. You offend God if you do not become who you 

are meant to be. For years you made yourself small, but now a 

new phase begins: you are about to blossom.” 

“Your ascendant is Leo. That makes you sensitive to 

admiration, but beware of the little ego devil—it distracts you. 

What matters most is that you are joyful and feel good in your 

own skin, because then you live from your soul. Fortunately, 

the soul is stronger than the ego. If you stubbornly hold on to 
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your wishes concerning Max, you are really serving your ego. 

Let go, it doesn’t serve you. 

You have decided inwardly that you are allowed to exist. 

With that comes a period of enjoyment and daring to be in 

relationship. That may bring chaos and upheaval, but perhaps 

that’s what’s needed to release old ties and places. Max was 

your mirror, above all your muse in spirit, not in the flesh. 

When you see that your bond was spiritual, it becomes easier to 

move on. On Earth, you and he pull in opposite directions: 

when you go one way, he goes the other. In your Venus 

horoscope, freedom shines brightest. That doesn’t exclude 

commitment, but it only works when there is a soul connection. 

You attract men you already know from the spiritual world—

though not all of them are suitable partners. Let your heart 

guide you. 

The next three and a half years are all about coming home, 

physically and emotionally. After that, a beautiful romantic 

period will dawn. And once Saturn enters the sixth house, 

you’ll be busier than ever. So: it looks good. Enjoy it, but don’t 

focus too much on finding a man. He will find you—without 

effort. Perhaps it will remain only a spiritual bond. Time is 

unimportant, even if that’s hard to accept.” 

 

To my you-know-what that I will only ever have a spiritual 

relationship. If I’ve understood it correctly, being happy is 

living my soul, and I am happy with a partner by my side and 

with earthly pleasures. Maybe first of all it should be a soul 

connection: understanding each other without words. And if I 

haven’t yet learned to let go of Max, then I really am a very 

stubborn donkey. To me, freedom has nothing to do with 

having or not having a relationship, but with being free from 

fear and limiting thoughts. 
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Once back on the road I wonder who else I could consult to lay 

my inner self on the table and make better choices. Perhaps a 

tarot reader? But first, back to England—ayahuasca hasn’t 

finished speaking with me yet. 
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Chapter 10 
 

No one can truly live without dying first. 
 

It’s a drizzly day as I set out for England. The wipers have been 

moving back and forth for hours, almost hypnotic. I open the 

window so the fresh air will keep me awake. After four hours 

of driving through a dull landscape, I finally reach the Dunkirk 

ferry. Soon I’m at the front of a lane, waiting to board. I step out 

to stretch my legs. 

A car pulls up beside mine. A man gets out. 

“Just stretching my legs,” he says. “What a boring route.” 

I nod. When it gets too cold, I slip back into my car until it’s 

time to board. 

On the ferry I buy a drink and find a seat by one of the huge  

windows with a view of the sea. 

“Mind if I sit next to you?” a voice asks. 

It’s the man from the parking lane. 

“Of course,” I say. 

“Do you go to England often?” 

“No, not really. Last year was the last time.” 

“I come quite regularly. My mother was English, I still have 

some aunts there.” 

“Are you visiting them?” 

“Not this time. I photograph trees—I’ve got a few special 

ones in mind.” 

“For a publisher?” 

“No, for a book. Until a few years ago I was a war 

photographer.” 
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“That’s quite a change.” 

He looks at his hands. “After twenty years I was done, just 

like that. Then I discovered trees. They became my healers, 

brought out the best in me, and inspired me to write poetry.” 

I look at him more closely: a weathered face, kind brown 

eyes. He introduces himself as Kenneth—Ken. By the time we 

arrive in Dover, we’ve exchanged phone numbers. “I’ll call 

you,” he says as he drives off. 

 

The next day, after much searching, I find the tiny village hall 

where the first two ceremonies will be held. Through the 

windows I spot familiar faces. I unpack, greet my friends, and 

feel at home. More and more participants arrive—some I know, 

others are new. Fortunately, there are musicians too. 

 

I set my intentions clearly: to uncover the family secret that 

blocks me, to reconnect with Tithua, and to receive healing 

from anything that still keeps me from standing in my strength. 

When everyone is ready, silence falls. 

 

A lump forms in my throat, growing heavier with every breath. 

I try to swallow it away but it only grows. Coughing, scraping, 

disturbing my neighbors, I finally dash to the toilet—diarrhea. 

Back on my mattress, visions appear: dazzling geometric 

patterns in radiant colors, spreading like a net around the Earth. 

Then a carnival, then down into my own lungs where I see a 

black spot the size of a coin. Panic. I cough, vomit, struggle for 

air. A healer lays his hand on my back, another supports me 

from behind. Still, it takes endless heaving before the lump 

finally bursts out of me. Relief floods through me. Music carries 

me between worlds. 
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A man appears, his face blurred. He shifts into a snake that coils 

around me, then rests on my shoulders like a scarf, eyes closed, 

asleep. Harmless, I decide, and let him be. 

 

The next day the sun shines. Behind the hall stands a massive 

tree in a meadow. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” says my Belgian neighbor. “That’s the 

thickest tree in Somerset.” 

I smile, thinking briefly of Ken—could he be the one? I push 

the thought aside; too many disappointments. 

 

That evening the leader warns: “Tonight should be lighter, but 

you never know. The wisdom of the Medicine is 

unfathomable.” 

Soon another lump rises in my throat. Despair. Suddenly a 

towering red figure appears, two or three meters tall, triangular 

face, almost robotic. He slides back and forth, scanning me, 

then draws a circle around me. An iron band clamps my throat, 

spikes piercing my skin. No pain—just cold precision. His 

detachment irritates me. 

“No,” he responds to my thought, “this is not indifference. It 

is perfect accuracy, born of compassion.” 

Embarrassed, I realize he is fully present. Then he vanishes. 

Laser beams melt the iron band. Relief—until nausea strikes 

again. I stagger to the toilet, unprepared, making a mess. Why 

am I doing this? 

Back on my mat, exhausted, a healer shields me like a 

protective wall. Safe behind him, I continue. Minutes, hours—

who knows. I collapse like a wilted plant. The healer steadies 

me, helps me push through.  

A bell rings for the second round. I drag myself up. On my mat 

I want to lie down, but something urges me upright. Suddenly 
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the nausea lifts. The lump dissolves. Relief—then a roaring in 

my ears. A tunnel forms, pulling me in. 

I know: I must die.  

Panic. 

“No one can truly live without first dying,” a voice says. 

My God, must it be now? I surrender. The space shrinks, air 

vanishes. I’m a desert wanderer dying of thirst, yet water is 

within reach. Don’t be distracted! Focus. The tunnel tightens, 

silence deepens. At the threshold I hesitate. Then Max appears, 

grinning, holding out his hand. 

“What are you doing here? You were supposed to…” I melt, 

take his hand, step across, and vanish. 

Moments later I’m back in the ceremonial room, with no 

memory of the world beyond death. My legs are enormous, 

grotesque. Around me, transparent figures dance. I sense 

longings and fears moving through them, but also a radiant 

love. Tears stream down my face. I dance toward her, 

recognition flows. My body remembers an ancient time: the 

goddess awakens, full of strength, radiant, dancing her world 

onto the Earth. 

And deep inside, I know: this was a turning point, a new 

birth. 
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Chapter 11 
 

Know that there will be plenty of opportunities to help others—

just not now. 
 

The next afternoon I drive through pouring rain behind Afra, 

one of my English friends, with whom I’ll stay for a few days. 

We are heading to a coastal town in Devon. It’s a long drive and 

the roads are busy. Afra drives fast, while I do my best to 

remember to stay on the left and keep my focus at every 

roundabout. By evening we finally pull up in front of a 

beautiful, large house. I’m exhausted from the concentration. 

“My goodness, Afra,” I say, “what a modest little place 

you’ve chosen.” 

“Yes, amazing, isn’t it? We bought it at a time when hardly 

anyone wanted houses like this. Cedric transformed it into 

what it is now, while I earned the money for it. Come, dinner 

will be ready.” 

Soon it feels as though I am not only lodging in a work of art 

but also stepping into a warm bath. I already know Cedric—he 

was in the same healing training as me. We talk until the three 

of us are ready to drop from sleep. 

 

The next morning I wake with unease. In my mind’s eye the 

black spot in my lungs appears again. Could it be a tumor? At 

breakfast I decide, against my habit, to share my worry.  

Cedric and Afra exchange a look and almost simultaneously 

say: “Then we’ll give you a healing. Did you know we’re 

working almost full-time with this now? People come from all 
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over the country. I work as a sun cannon,” Cedric smiles, “and 

Afra as an energetic surgeon. Just recently we treated a woman 

with a large tumor. She wanted healing before her surgery. A 

week later, when she was on the operating table, the surgeon 

couldn’t find anything. Since then, it’s been overwhelming—we 

can hardly keep up.” 

“Oh, that reminds me,” I say. “During the ceremony I saw a 

tall, thin, dark-red man with a triangular face. At first he felt 

cold, but it turned out to be precision. He freed me from an iron 

band with spikes around my neck. Probably from some past 

life.” 

“That must have been an aura surgeon from the energetic 

field,” Afra says immediately. 

“Afra works with that frequency,” Cedric adds. 

“I probably missed it because my money ran out and I 

couldn’t take that module,” I admit. 

“Then I’ll teach you the technique,” Cedric says. 

 

Later that morning I lie under a blanket on the enormous sofa 

in the library. Afra sits on a stool beside me, tuning in. I close 

my eyes and let come what will.  

At the level of my lungs something strange happens: the 

black spot rises, straightens, and slowly turns into a black 

snake. Then it dives down again, crawls up through my 

windpipe, and leaves my body through my mouth. Warmth 

and heaviness spread through me. Aha, I think, the same snake 

that coiled around my neck before. 

“Did you notice anything?” I ask over lunch. 

“Oh yes,” Afra replies. “Your ancient knowledge from Egypt 

is once again at your disposal.” 

“That’s different from a tumor,” I say, “but it does connect to 

what I’ve experienced before. About a year and a half ago 
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during training, I regained old knowledge too, and just the 

other day a snake wrapped itself around my neck. I know I’m 

meant to do something with it, but not yet what.” 

 

After lunch I walk along the rocky coast. When I’m tired from 

climbing, I sit down on a large boulder. Watching the sea, I 

think of Ken, who sent me a text an hour ago: want to see you 

again. Sitting there, I suddenly feel the presence of the angel 

who has been with me for five years. 

“Oh, how wonderful you’re here,” I whisper. 

“Whatever happens and whatever you choose, focus in the 

coming time above all on your own healing and well-being. Do 

not let yourself be tempted into an old pattern, feeling you 

must be there for another. You will not move forward in life 

unless you first release your burdens and restore yourself 

completely. Know that there will be plenty of opportunities to 

help others—just not now.” 

His words bring peace. At last, I am allowed to put myself 

first. 
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Chapter 12 
 

To be born anew, the deepest shame must first be brought into 

the light. 
 

A colorful carnival of figures dances before my eyes as I sit on 

the upstairs toilet in an old farmhouse not far from 

Glastonbury. In the distance I can just make out the vague 

outline of the Tor. I am in the land of Avalon. With my gaze 

fixed on the Tor, I suddenly find myself in an apartment block 

stacked with carnivals on every floor. I know this place. “Skip 

this nonsense,” I say, “I don’t feel like it.” Of course that doesn’t 

work—the show only intensifies and I seem to have landed in 

the Tower of Babel, where all the world’s carnivals have 

gathered. Meanwhile, I’m literally letting go. “What is wrong 

with me? Why am I back on the toilet?” 

“You are leaving the shit behind where it belongs,” says the 

familiar voice. “Surely you haven’t forgotten all those past lives 

that unfolded in this land.” 

“No, of course not. How could I forget?” I think of the 

gallows field in Wales where my eight-year-old son was 

hanged upside down while I was forced to watch; of the 

Scottish queen I once was, who died violently with her 

husband; of a past life with Max, who was my employer and 

didn’t truly see me even then; and of the English cartographer 

who drowned at sea in 1879 on her return from Australia. And 

those are only the lives that revealed themselves to me. What is 

it with me and this land? “No, I haven’t forgotten them.” 

“Then stay seated a while longer,” says the voice.  
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And there appears Max again, this time as my employer in 

eighteenth-century London. I see myself living as the governess 

of his children in his large white house in Kensington. Max had 

been a widower for years. Suddenly I know we had an affair 

that led to pregnancy. Before I can think more, I am in a grim, 

dilapidated house near the Scottish border. Labor has begun. A 

sullen-looking woman dozes in a rocking chair. Sweat pours 

from me and I scream in pain. At last she gets up, presses hard 

on my belly, and when I am near collapse the child is born: a 

tiny, fragile girl. She looks into my eyes once, then falls asleep 

and never wakes again. I stare at the small bundle, 

inconsolable, without the will to live. 

 

Weeks later I am driven back to London, pretending I had spent 

months caring for an old aunt who peacefully passed away. My 

employer dies exactly a year later, the children are sent to 

relatives, and I disappear anonymously into history. 

“The soul of the child you lost then is in this life near Max,” 

says the voice. “She will help him when his time comes to clean 

up the debris of many lives.”  

I cry for the lost child but also with joy. When the tears are 

gone, I feel empty. The carnival madness is over, the voice falls 

silent, and I return to the ceremonial room, just in time for the 

second round. 

For a while it is quiet until my mother appears, wearing a 

coarse cloak with a deep hood pulled far over her face. She 

avoids my gaze, hiding as much as she can. I feel 

disappointment. Then relief: the Mother Goddess. This time she 

is invisible, but I sense her subtle, ethereal energy reaching 

from far away, filling me with love. Release the mother-energy in 

your relationships with men. Then her presence fades, but her 

energy stays with me through the evening. 
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My attention shifts to two incredibly beautiful voices that 

weave a song together. I sit up and watch the young couple. 

Loneliness, wistfulness—how long until I can dance such a 

song again with my partner? 

 

I would like to be two swans, 

two deeply loving partners. 

Swimming together in the water, 

that knows: they belong together, 

for swans do not part 

and live side by side until death. 

But even beyond death 

they meet again. 

 

The djembés take over. I rise and dance away my melancholy, 

surrounded by rhythm. When the drums fall silent, I sink back 

onto my mattress. A man picks up his guitar. Soon I dissolve 

into his music, watching him shine with light as he plays and 

sings. The light carries me to the stars. I merge, one with 

everything, joyful. 

 

The next evening, the final ceremony begins. I feel drained, 

irritable, longing only for my own space at home. Reluctantly I 

lie down on my mattress. “Give me a light, festive ceremony,” I 

ask the spirit of ayahuasca. But she has other plans. Soon I am 

sick again, rushing to the toilet, vomiting endlessly. 

Suddenly I am a baby on a kitchen chair. My father towers 

over me. Then nothing—until his penis is in my mouth, semen 

flooding my throat and lungs. Panic. A towel over my face. No 

air. I choke. My father. Shame, unbearable shame. My mother 

enters: shock, pain. My father. Unspoken, unbelievable. Again 

and again. My mother, plagued all her life by headaches. I am 
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shut out, unwanted. Rage, numbness. My father. Fear. I am 

worth nothing. 

For hours I retch, emptying my lungs. Then he is there again, 

his back shielding me. “I must help you,” he says. “Speak it, 

aloud, once. Help the baby, free her. Otherwise soon you won’t 

even believe it yourself.” 

I don’t believe it, yet I know it is true. It splits me. Tears force 

their way up, my heart cramps. The man holds me, rocks me 

like his child, until hours later I fall asleep. At last, there is 

gentleness after the storm. 
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Chapter 13 
 

Only the one who sees their heart in shards can find the golden 

drop. 
 

I have no skin left and seek protection from the outside world 

by curling up at home, sitting in a chair, staring into space. I 

cannot move forward or back. Beside me stands a thermos of 

hot water—anything else I cannot bear. Afra just called, asking 

how I was. I had to promise her to be patient and loving with 

myself. I promised. Ken has already sent several texts asking if 

I’m home yet and when he can see me. I’ve turned off my 

phone. Day after day passes as I stare and follow the chain 

reaction of insights. Suddenly so much begins to make sense. 

 

One day I decide I must do something to break the paralysis. If 

there are no words for what must come out, there is always 

imagination. I pull my drawing and painting supplies from an 

unopened box. First I draw a kitchen chair with a faint stain, 

then another with something more, and finally a woman folded 

into a womb. After that I take out my childhood photos. In the 

first, only a few days old, I see my mother gazing at me 

tenderly, my father beside her with a look of surprise. In 

another, at about eighteen months, I sit on the edge of my 

mother’s lap. The little girl stares intently into the lens. What 

does that gaze say? What does she know but cannot tell? 

I sift through more photos, cards, and family mementos until 

I find pictures from my father’s funeral, together with the notes 
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for the speech I had wanted to give. My eldest brother spoke on 

behalf of us all. In my draft I had written: 

Dear Dad, you have gone home, finally free to move as you 

wish; no wheelchair, no caretaker feeding you, but released from 

all burdens. You and I often clashed, but I know there was love 

as well. To me you were a loving, difficult, stubborn, and 

generous father. For that I thank you. Welcome home. 

Would I still say those words today? Gazing into the distance, I 

know that I would. Despite everything, I still feel love for my 

father. I now better understand why he clung so hard when he 

was dying, and why he reacted with a deep sob when I told 

him he had been a good father to me. What a torment to be 

unable to speak—or perhaps he simply didn’t dare. 

My thoughts drift to my mother, now dependent on others 

because the world has become one big question mark to her. 

Her chronic depression and headaches hovered like a shadow 

over our family. I suspect what happened to me is deeply 

connected to her pain. Why is it so much harder to feel love for 

her? I set down a few photos of my father, my mother, and 

myself, light three candles and incense, and call on the spirits of 

my parents to forgive them for what they did to me. 

 

Later I smash a large, old mirror into fragments. From the 

shards I build a collage more than two meters long: the path of 

my life, ending in a golden drop. No one will ever take my life 

from me again. For the first time I feel that life truly belongs to 

me. Basta. 



62 
 

 
 

Chapter 14 
 

When the Tower collapses, the heavens open and the light of the 

stars appears. 
 

It is December 21, 2012. I think of all those people who are 

nervously scanning the world today, ready to run for cover at 

the slightest sign of doom. To my surprise, even in spiritual 

circles there were still people who truly believed the end of the 

world had come. I want to celebrate this memorable day—a 

milestone pointing the way toward a different experience of life 

on Earth. No mantras or flowers in the river for me. What I 

want is to dance.  

For hours I dance the five rhythms to live music. The 

pounding djembés vibrate in my bones, and I feel freer and 

happier with every beat. I dance the New Earth into being. 

Even Bas with his new girlfriend doesn’t bother me. 

 

The next day I see Ken arriving at the station. Without 

hesitation he walks to my car, gets in, and leans toward me for 

a kiss.  

“Ah, how wonderful to see you again.” Soon we are at my 

place, drinking coffee and eating homemade apple pie. We 

walk in the woods, cook together, laugh. The next morning we 

eat breakfast in bed, then bring lunch there too. Ken wants to be 

initiated into tantra. Life smiles at me again. 

 

Two weeks later, just as I begin to believe happiness may finally 

be within reach, Ken speaks during dinner about his ex: “The 
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most calculating witch I have ever met. Because of her I hardly 

see my children, because of her I lost all my possessions, 

because of her I’m in debt restructuring.”  

His voice fades into the distance. Witch. Children. Debt. All 

the warmth I felt for him melts away. Before me sits not a 

partner, but a quarreling couple with young children. I know 

then: I will enter the New Year alone. 

 

On New Year’s Eve I am in Switzerland with two friends from 

The Sacred Circle. Anton chose solitude at the last moment, as 

he often does. What weighs more heavily on me is the tarot 

card lying before me: the Tower.  

‘Ugh,’ I say. ‘I thought I was done with breaking down and 

starting over.’ 

‘You’re crazy,’ the others laugh. ‘That means an exciting 

year. Viva!’ 

 

Instead of champagne we welcome the new year with a small 

glass of ayahuasca. Torches burn in the garden, the jacuzzi 

steams, soft music plays. We invite the beings of light to protect 

us, sink into the warm water, and sing along with the music. I 

feel like I’m in paradise, gazing at the stars and the waning 

moon, humming softly. 

Then, with a light touch on my shoulder—just as the first 

time she appeared—I turn. There stands Tithua. I recognize her 

instantly by her energy. She radiates a soft, almost white light, 

as if she has come from the stars. For a moment she touches me, 

looks at me, and then fades. What she leaves behind is vast 

space around me, a knowing that I must come to even greater 

rest and build my self-confidence. And deep within I sense the 

impression of a future partner, carrying a different energy than 

I have known before. 
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The Tower has lost its threat. My heart believes the promise 

Tithua carried. I feel simply happy. 
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Chapter 15 
 

Truth can be seen with sharp clarity, yet vanish the moment it is 

told wrongly. 
 

“And yet I wonder if I’m still magnetic to men with problems,” 

I say as I walk through a damp forest with Anton. “How else 

could Ken have been drawn to me like a magnet?” 

“You can’t expect to radiate a completely different energy 

overnight,” Anton replies. “That has to grow. Maybe it was a 

test, to see whether you’d still be tempted to follow a path that 

leads nowhere.” 

“Hmm, that makes sense. Tell me honestly—do I come 

across as a resentful woman, angry at all those men who either 

aren’t the one or don’t want me?” 

“I’ve never heard you sound resentful. The only time I really 

saw you angry was after that weekend when you realized Max 

was blocking your path. Then you were furious, and also 

deeply disappointed and sad. But rightly so.” 

“Then why do I attract men who are still dragging around a 

backpack full of frustration?” 

“Letting go of the mother-energy seems like a clue,” Anton 

says. “You can afford to be more critical. Let those guys prove 

first that they’re ready for a relationship. That’s what I’ll do 

too—once my man finally finds my front door.” 

“Oh dear, Anton, that’ll be quite a quest for the poor man, 

since your front door is hidden behind a huge thorn bush.” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“I remember that dinner a few months back, where a very 

nice man kept staring at you while you completely ignored 

him. I thought then you liked him so much you didn’t dare to 

make contact.” 

“I don’t remember that.” 

“Now I’m sure—you were terrified.” 

It’s rare for me to see Anton embarrassed, but now he is. 

“You really are afraid of intimacy, aren’t you?” I ask. 

“All my life I’ve struggled with it,” he admits. 

Suddenly something becomes clear to me—something that 

happens often when Anton and I are together. It’s as if our 

qualities multiply. Since being laid off from a bankrupt bank, 

Anton started a healing practice, but despite his successful 

lectures, hardly any clients come. 

“That’s it,” I say. “How can anyone attract clients if he 

doesn’t live what he preaches? Anton, you haven’t really 

grounded yourself on Earth yet. I bet once you’re in a 

relationship—when your feet are planted deep in the earthly 

mud of lust and love—the clients will pour in.” 

 

“And if I apply this bold statement to myself, it’s just as true. 

It’s time to face reality. Max has been back in my thoughts ever 

since he appeared as my guardian angel at the threshold of 

death. But if I still want a relationship before I leave this earth, I 

must turn my gaze away from him—and not let just any new 

candidate slip in either.” 

“I think you’re right,” Anton says. 

We walk in silence for a while, each lost in thought. From 

time to time a heavy drop falls from a branch; the rustle of the 

wind is calming. It feels as though the trees are listening, 

leaning toward us, softly passing along what they hear. 
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“What are your plans for the coming time, besides staying 

away from men with backpacks?” Anton asks. 

I snap out of my reverie. “I’m trying to figure out how it 

really works with mediums, oracles, and astrologers. What do 

they perceive, how do they interpret it, and why do they so 

often differ? Maybe all the perceptions are correct, but they 

don’t all become reality. Maybe the problem is in the 

interpretation—or in how it’s conveyed, distorted by the one 

asking the question. That’s where it often goes wrong. Even I, 

during soul journeys, didn’t always interpret correctly what I 

saw. And when you gave me readings, you sometimes 

struggled too. The perception can be sharp, but if it’s 

misinterpreted or poorly communicated, the message is lost.” 

“That’s true,” Anton nods. “I feel the same way.” 
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Chapter 16 
 

Whoever dares to read the cards is in truth reading themselves. 
 

After much searching I finally find the little courtyard where 

the tarot reader’s house must be. The door opens to reveal a 

woman with a wild crown of red curls and a long gypsy-style 

skirt. I can’t help but laugh inwardly as an image pops up in 

my mind: a dimly lit room, a table covered with a tapestry, a 

crystal ball beside the tarot cards. 

“What can I do for you?” she asks once we’re seated at her 

kitchen table, where sunlight pours in. 

“I’d like to know what the focus of my life will be in the time 

ahead.” 

“Any particular issue on your mind?” 

“Yes,” I say, “please look especially at my love life.” 

“Oh, I always enjoy that,” she says. “First, your date of birth. 

Then we’ll start with your essence card.” 

“My birth number is eight,” I tell her. 

“Then your essence card is Justice. The lesson of your life is 

to learn how to act rightly and refrain when you mustn’t act. 

You tend to misjudge situations, don’t you? Do you have 

trouble grounding?” 

“I used to,” I admit. “But it’s getting better.” 

“Good. That was your biggest obstacle. You need to be 

grounded in order to judge your life clearly, and from that 

clarity make sound choices. You ask about love—does that 

mean you’ve had disappointing experiences?” 
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“Let’s put it this way: it hasn’t been smooth. I’ve never had 

an equal relationship. There was always something, and they 

all ended. Five years ago I met a man I thought was the love of 

my life, but it never even became a relationship.” 

“You probably stay too long in the pink cloud of infatuation. 

Justice teaches you to take better care of yourself. I sense you 

have strong intuition, but you don’t always interpret the signals 

correctly. Is that true?” 

“I’m starting to learn. But I’ve got room for improvement.” 

She nods. “A judge looks at a case from all sides, weighs the 

arguments, and then renders a verdict. You should do the same 

for yourself. Don’t get stuck in vague feelings. Identify what 

confuses you, weigh it carefully, and don’t let your expectations 

or habits trap you. Be courageous and loving—with yourself 

too. I suspect you’re a harsh judge of your own actions.” 

“I can be very hard on myself,” I admit. 

Then she draws my year card. It’s the Tower.  

“Damn,” I say. “That’s the same card I drew on New Year’s 

Eve.” 

“Why so much dislike for the Tower? It’s perfect for you 

now. Let your old patterns collapse. Be glad you can begin 

again with a clean slate. Everything that no longer serves you 

will burn away. The lightning bolts on the card promise 

insights that will help you forward. It’s time to make your own 

choices, step out from behind old walls, and meet the world as 

an equal.” 

Next comes the Magician. “This shows you want to act, but 

you’re still hesitating.” 

Then the Fool. 

I groan: “Not again.” 

She smiles. “The Fool has brought you further than you 

realize. He helped you process childhood trauma and taught 



70 
 

you to stay open. The Fool reminds you: don’t get trapped. 

Think beyond the limits.” 

The next card: Ace of Swords. “You have not only a strong 

intuition but also a sharp mind. Use both.” 

Then: the Hermit. “Your loneliness, since childhood, is a 

major block.” 

And Six of Cups: “Things were not always as you believed. 

Unfaithful partners belong to this card.” 

I keep silent, letting her words sink in. 

She continues: “What to do? The World. A wonderful card. 

Step outside, shed the cocoon of the Hermit, take on 

relationships, make your own choices, and dare to enjoy life. 

That’s supported by Two and Nine of Pentacles.” 

“That does sound attractive,” I say. 

Then she lays out three more cards. The first: the Devil. 

“Oh no,” slips out. 

“Not so fast. The Devil stands for the earthly and the 

shadow. Dare to enter real connection. Take responsibility. 

Then the chance of an equal relationship is real. It won’t be all 

roses and moonlight, but that’s not the point. Dare to risk it. 

Guard your boundaries and dare to fight when needed.” 

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned that man,” I whisper. 

“I can hardly let him go. We have a soul agreement, only he 

doesn’t remember.” 

“You can’t know when that may change. But don’t sit home 

waiting. Go into the world. Claim the growth that is yours.” 
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Chapter 17 
 

Where love flows in softly, deception may knock just as hard. 
 

It is time for the ultimate self-test, I feel. Every healer who 

works with ayahuasca must one day have the courage to enter 

the spirit world alone. A few days later the package with the 

two ingredients arrives, and I immediately set to work. On my 

balcony I pound the vine into fibers, set the pots to simmer, and 

let the plants cook down for three days, charging the brew with 

music and stillness. Fifteen liters of water slowly reduce to less 

than a hundred milliliters of ayahuasca. 

On the planned evening my living room turns into a small 

temple: altar, white flowers, candles. Dressed in white, I wait 

for night to fall. Then I call on the Earth, my eighth chakra, the 

beings of light, and my guides to keep the space safe. I stir the 

ayahuasca, pour my first glass, and speak my intent: clarity on 

my life path, contact with Tithua, healing for what still needs 

healing. For a moment fear flares up—what if entities from the 

lower astral world appear? “Trust the light,” I reassure myself. I 

put on music, hum softly, and lean back. 

To my surprise there is no carnival of images. Instead, my 

heart fills with love. A second glass—again love. Then I sense 

someone sitting beside me. It is Tithua.  

“Where is Joy?” she asks. I know immediately what she 

means: once again I’ve been too focused on the outer world. 

Before I can drift into thought, White Bull appears. I see him as 

before: arms crossed, leather vest open, bands around his arms, 
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long black hair, a smile on his face. Tears stream down; his 

presence strengthens me. 

Suddenly my father stands before me. Wordlessly he asks 

me to forgive my mother too: “It was my fault. She had no way 

out. Please don’t blame her.” 

“I know, Dad. I’ve forgiven her and I understand how 

trapped she was. But something still hurts, though I can’t yet 

put my finger on it. That will come. Go on with what you have 

to do. It will be fine.” 

I drink a third glass. 

 

The next morning I recall the images. It was a mild journey. For 

a moment I wonder whether I had brewed the ayahuasca 

correctly. Then suddenly an Egyptian man appears: dark, with 

the striped cloth down to his shoulders, the cobra crest on his 

forehead, the snake’s tail under his chin. He feels vaguely 

familiar. He turns, and I find myself in a vast underground 

chamber. Above me a hole opens to the stars; around me stand 

priests and priestesses at an altar where herbs burn. It is a ritual 

of the Isis cult. I know: I am Chloé, initiated priestess, working 

with the black pharaoh. 

“All that she knew still lives in you,” I hear. “The knowledge 

of then is needed now. By working with me, it will rise again in 

your consciousness.” 

“And Tithua?” I ask. 

“Because you are more familiar with my energy, it is easier 

when I am in between. I will be the intermediary, sending you 

stories through automatic writing.” 

Strange. Tithua had asked me to rest first. 

 

Days pass before the Egyptian appears again. I sense him 

suddenly in the room. “How are you?” 
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“I’m not sure,” I answer. “My muscles are tense, my head 

buzzes, I’ve been slightly nauseous for days.” 

“You find it exciting, don’t you, to work with us?” 

“Yes, that’s true. But I’m also confused. I thought I was 

supposed to rest.” 

“These symptoms belong to the process. You must adjust to 

our energy. Feel carefully—do you sense the movement at the 

base of your spine?” 

“Yes, I’ve felt it for days.” 

“We touch that place, where the kundalini lies stored. That is 

our entry.” 

“To be honest, I feel anything but comfortable.” 

“You’ll have help, don’t worry.” 

“Then prove it. Tell me something so I’ll know this is real.” 

At once I am taken to another underground place, this one 

grim and dark. Soldiers in battle gear move about. On a raised 

platform, cordoned off with ropes, priests and priestesses are 

being beheaded. A massacre. In the midst of this horror I 

suddenly feel the familiar brush of the angel’s wing. At the 

same time arrows strike my third chakra: beware! 

And suddenly I am back in my chair at home. One thing is 

certain: something is not right with this Egyptian. Yet my 

curiosity pulls at me. My heart warns me, my longing pushes 

me forward. For now, I wait. 
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Chapter 18 

A visit to a clairvoyant unfolds a cascade of predictions 

Deep in the Achterhoek, down a small sandy road, lies the 

farmhouse I’m looking for. I drive up the path and park my car 

among scattered building materials. At the back door stands a 

young woman. 

“Hello,” she says, reaching out her hand. “You must be Joy? 

I’m Emma. I hope you don’t mind, but today we’ll have to 

make do with the kitchen table, since my practice room is being 

renovated.” 

“No problem,” I reply. “As long as you can work there, 

that’s fine with me.” 

“That will work,” Emma says. “Tea or coffee?” 

“Tea, please.” 

“Well then,” she begins once she is seated too. “I always start 

with observations, without knowing anything about you. The 

first thing I see is that you’ve been deeply disappointed in love. 

Beyond that, in this life you are a seeker—an eternal seeker. 

Each time you reach a goal, a new one immediately appears on 

the horizon. It creates restlessness, and this will remain with 

you throughout your life. 

“You also have several talents you haven’t used yet. At the 

same time, I see that not long ago you began developing other 

gifts. When you add the dormant ones to those, it will form a 

beautiful whole that leads you to something concrete. In the 

coming period you’ll receive many impulses that will help 

awaken what is still slumbering. Just surrender to it. For now, 
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keep men at a distance—you tend to attract puppies, and that 

creates blockages. Choose yourself first. And now you may ask 

questions.” 

“I’ve put two photos in envelopes, as you asked. Could you 

tell me something about these people?” 

Emma takes the first envelope, in which I placed a photo of 

Max. She doesn’t open it but simply holds it, eyes closed. 

“With this man you have a deep soul connection. But right 

now, that bond is covered with an earthly shell. He doesn’t 

want it, he doesn’t dare—out of fear of being disappointed 

again. If you keep waiting for him, your development will 

stagnate, even though you may grow in other areas. This is 

your great lesson, remember it well: in this life you are meant to 

come into full bloom, also in love.” 

At that moment I hear again what White Bull once told me: 

“I feel this is a final temptation. If you can resist it, you will have done 

what you came to do: no longer give away your power.” 

“This man drifts farther and farther away from you,” Emma 

continues. “Even if he were to return one day, I wouldn’t 

recommend entering into a relationship with him in this 

lifetime. Because then, once again, you’d have to wait until he 

catches up with your growth. It’s hardly possible anymore in 

this life. But take comfort: there is another man for you. I’ll 

return to him in a moment. For now, let this man go and choose 

yourself.” 

Although I already know this, I swallow my disappointment 

and hand Emma the second envelope, with Anton’s photo 

inside. 

“This man feels very pure,” she says. “There’s more to say, 

but I’ll save that for later. First, another matter: do you have 

plans to move?” 



76 
 

“Where I live now, on the third floor, I don’t belong. My feet 

need to touch the Earth in the morning. But I haven’t done 

anything yet, because I have no idea where to go.” 

“You’ll move this year. I see olive groves, an ancient place, 

and a lot of activity. You will be the pivot of a place that feels 

like a pilgrimage site, with a high vibration.” 

“That doesn’t sound like the Netherlands at all—more like 

somewhere far away.” 

“Italy came to me the moment you stepped out of your car. 

You’re going to a place where you’ll finally reap the fruits of all 

your efforts. And this man in the second photo can help you—

practically, by keeping your feet on the ground. He can also 

look at things critically. I’d say: go there and take him with 

you.” 

“Are you suggesting I should just drive to Italy and see what 

happens?” 

“Yes, go.” 

“But where to? Where do I even begin?” 

“You truly have no idea?” 

“Wait a moment,” I say. “I know three people in Italy. All 

three are members of The Sacred Circle, just like me.” 

“There you go,” Emma says. “Is one of them a man in his 

mid-forties?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“This man will set something in motion that will stir things 

in the area of love. Perhaps he’ll become your partner, I don’t 

know.” 

“He’s far too young for me,” I answer quickly. 

“Well, it seems you’ll have a much younger partner.” 

I stare at her in surprise. 

“It may be that in Italy things won’t go smoothly at first,” 

she adds. “You might feel blocked, maybe even want to run 
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away. Stay put. Continue on that path, and don’t be too goal-

oriented in the beginning. Pay attention to the signs, large and 

small. Any more questions?” 

“Yes,” I say. “I’ve come into contact with a spirit called 

Tithua, and we’ve agreed to work together in this life. Can you 

sense her?” 

“She feels very pure. You can trust her.” 

“Recently another spirit appeared, an Egyptian from long 

ago. What about him?” 

“I get an immediate warning. He doesn’t feel good. You’re 

very open, and this is a soul that wants to unload his story. My 

advice: each morning, place your guide at the center and ask 

him to protect you, filtering what comes through. For now, only 

communicate directly with Tithua. 

“We’re nearly done. I only want to look at your health, 

because I’m getting signals there. Do you sleep well?” 

“No,” I say. “Since the car accident my sleep has been badly 

disturbed. I’ve gotten used to it, but it’s still difficult.” 

“I recommend a check-up.” 

“No way, I’m finished with anything medical.” 

“Still, I advise you to seek help. And one more thing: I see a 

bird connected to you. Do you have a pet?” 

“My cat died two months ago. I don’t want pets anymore, 

because I want to travel.” 

“Still, I see a bird.” 

“You know what,” I say, “then that bird will just have to fly 

to me in Italy.” 
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Chapter 19 
 

Between oracles and old longings, I discover who can truly 

guide me. 
 

Back home I begin to wonder whether it’s wise to consult so 

many mediums, oracles, astrologers, and the like. Does it really 

help me find my path—the path that leads to a life where I can 

grow and flourish? What actually happens when I visit a 

medium or astrologer? And how do I know whether what I 

hear is truly serving me? 

I decide to dive into it. I gather all the recordings and 

transcripts of my sessions and focus especially on the 

statements about relationships. After days of reading and 

listening, I feel as if I’m wandering through a maze. On one 

thing they all agree: between Max and me there is a clear bond. 

But why does one make me feel as though Max is practically 

waiting for me around the corner, while another insists I 

mustn’t think that at all? 

Why did I keep hope alive after my visits to Maria? How did 

the tarot reader come to say Max might return? I puzzle over it 

until suddenly the light dawns: the statements that made me 

believe Max would be my partner touched my deep longing for 

a relationship. That’s why I took them as true. Or was it the 

other way around—that my longing itself was being seen, and 

the words simply responded to it? 

Why did this happen with some and not with others, when 

I’m sure they all sensed the same longing? What was the 

common thread? Wait a minute: Maria and the tarot reader 
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were both warm, motherly types. With Maria especially I often 

felt like a child again. Both women gave me the sense: it will 

work out between you and Max, just be patient. Wasn’t that more 

like a mother’s wish to see her child happy? Did I, 

unconsciously, appeal to them as a child would? Was I in fact 

searching for the love and support of my mother? Was that 

longing just as strong as my desire for a partner? 

I put the papers aside and look out the window, where snow 

is quietly drifting down. I’ve touched the sore spot, because 

tears begin to fall. This is why I haven’t forgiven my mother 

yet: the pain is still too deep, and I still long for her love and 

nurturing. My father—the source of so much misery—I have 

been able to forgive. But my mother, not yet, even though she 

must have carried her own great pain. Once again I feel her 

hatred: she made me the cause of her suffering, because she 

couldn’t handle my father, because she didn’t dare to leave—or 

perhaps didn’t want to, as the alternative may have seemed 

unacceptable. That is the wound that keeps me from forgiving 

her. 

I was eight months old when I effectively lost my mother—

just at the time I needed all the love in the world. That is why 

the astrologer spoke of the pain imprinted on my heart and the 

difficult aspects visible in my childhood horoscope. 

I return to my question and think about the others I asked 

for guidance—especially the men. With them, I wasn’t a small 

child longing for motherly love. That’s why their answers and 

advice didn’t come from a need to comfort me. For now I see 

that it was Maria above all who tried to comfort me. And in the 

end, that didn’t serve me. 

The Divine Mother, by contrast, cannot be seduced into 

confirming something that does not serve. She gives 

unconditional love that sometimes hurts, but always shows the 
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right way. I can therefore conclude that my emotions—born 

from a deep longing—can influence psychics and oracle 

workers, especially women who sense that needy child within 

me. 

So who can best give me advice when I seek it? The answer 

is not difficult: it must be someone who doesn’t get entangled 

in the seeker’s longings, and who can keep their own 

frustrations at a distance. That requires personal development 

and the ability to maintain clear boundaries. By that measure I 

mainly arrive at Han, at White Bull, and at astrology. And 

Emma? Something there disturbed me, though I still don’t 

know what. 

What is clear is that I must always stay with my own feeling. 

What I hear must resonate. If it doesn’t, it can go straight into 

the trash. My pitfall is trying to fit my longing into what I hear, 

and in doing so influencing advisors—including the I Ching, 

when I consult it myself—with my emotions. All I can do is stay 

aware of my longing, hold it at a distance, and listen to my 

inner signals. 

Satisfied with my work, I tidy up my papers and CDs. Then 

one of Han’s sayings comes to mind: “You will discover how often 

people distort their own reality through wishful thinking.” Indeed, 

Han, I have discovered that. 

And Maria? Wasn’t she good for me? Oh, certainly. She said 

many valuable things, and I suspect much of what she 

predicted will still come true. And thanks to her motherly love, 

I could sometimes relax and recognize how deeply I still longed 

for my own mother’s love. Maria tried to ease that loss a little. 

And that is why she holds a special place in my heart. 
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Chapter 20 
 

A forgotten link awakens Italy’s call—and sets everything in 

motion. 
 

I stare at the email in surprise. 

 

Hi Joy, 

Finally a message from me. I hadn’t forgotten you, but I 

never got around to sending the link I promised. Here the 

name of the website: thetemples.org. 

Your temporary neighbor from Amsterdam, P 

 

Completely forgotten. I click the link and within seconds I’m 

under the spell of the Temples of Damanhur, hidden in the 

mountains of Northern Italy. It feels as if they’re beckoning me 

to come. For hours I dive into everything I can find about this 

spiritual community. I’m pulled in like a magnet. I’m convinced 

my former neighbor was nudged by heavenly forces to finally 

send me the long-promised link. Over and over I let myself be 

carried along on a virtual tour of the temples, filled with codes 

that feel familiar yet lie too deep to fully decipher. 

That evening I sit in my chair with my head spinning. 

There’s no point in going to bed. My life has been turned 

upside down once again—and that’s putting it mildly. 

 

Early the next morning I call Anton. 

“So,” he says, “who dares ring me at this hour? A gentleman 

shouldn’t be disturbed so early. I haven’t even had coffee.” 
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“Tough,” I say. “Put some on. I’m coming over. We need to 

talk.” 

“Have you seen the light, or has it gone to your head?” 

“The first.” 

“I’m not presentable.” 

“I don’t care.” 

“Well, I do! Give me a moment to shave, cover my 

nakedness with some clothing, and make coffee.” 

“Just hurry.” 

 

Anton stands, polished and prim, in the doorway as I arrive, 

out of breath from the stairs. 

“It’s only because it’s you, otherwise…” 

“Then I’m glad I’m me. Coffee!” 

“But of course, your ladyship. Now tell me the big news.” 

“I’m moving to Italy—and I think you should come.” 

He sets the coffeepot back on the counter and stares at me. 

“Good grief—what now?” 

“No idea. I just have to go.” 

“Ligteringen, what are you doing to me this time? How on 

earth did you come to this?” 

“Don’t forget—you were making coffee.” 

After I’ve brought him up to speed, he asks, “But why 

would I come along? Nothing resonates for me. It’s dead silent 

inside. No—feel into it: you need to go there on your own. I 

know I’m on a dead-end track, but that’s not a reason for me to 

dash off to Italy. I’ll wait until I know what I’m meant to do, 

and in the meantime you should do what you’re meant to do.” 

“Damn it, I so want to go to Damanhur with you. I can 

hardly imagine doing something this big without you.” We sit 

for a while, drinking coffee in silence. I don’t quite know what 

to say. Suddenly I realize Anton and I never really talk about 
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our relationship. What does he mean to me? And I to him? 

Does it matter to him that I’m leaving? And does it matter to 

me that he probably won’t come? A light sadness rises—my 

whole life I seem to be letting go of people I hold dear. I shake it 

off and ask, “Will you at least do something to get yourself 

unstuck?” 

“I’ve been thinking about that. My big problem is lack of 

money. Yes, I know—I should think in terms of abundance, but 

I just can’t manage it. One more month and I’ll get my meager 

pension. With bad luck it will cost me more than it brings in, 

because I’ll lose my benefits as far as I can calculate. I don’t 

know what to do anymore. Do you think that Gabrielle—the 

reader and healer for lightworkers you visited a while ago—

could do something for me?” 

“Gabrielle? Where did that come from? But if it feels right—

why not. I think she could give you clear sight on your 

situation. I happened to see she’s back from her trip. I don’t 

know if she’s working yet. We can check her website. Wait, I’ll 

look now.”  

A moment later: “It looks like she’s taking clients again. 

Send her an email, I’d say. The sooner you’re off that dead-end 

track, the better. And maybe she can connect with Tithua too—

though it’s a bit embarrassing if she can and I can’t. What I 

mean is: book an appointment for me as well. We’ll go together. 

And afterward, let’s head into The Hague—maybe the 

Municipal Museum—and then find a good place to eat.” 

“Let’s do it.” 
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Chapter 21 
 

A session with Gabrielle reveals how earthly and how light my 

path truly is. 
 

“How long has it been since I last saw you?” Gabrielle asks. 

“I looked it up,” I reply. “It’s been four years since you left. 

You stayed away quite a while.” 

“Only a year. After that I did something else. I only started 

reading and coaching lightworkers again a few months ago.” 

“Is your book on Lemuria finished?” 

“Almost.” 

“Let me know when it’s ready. I’m really curious.” 

“I will. Shall we go inside?” 

“Anton goes first,” I say. When Anton and Gabrielle 

disappear, I remain behind, lost in thought. I think of all those 

years gone by and of our last phone call, when I had forgotten 

our appointment. ‘Step by step you’ll get where you need to be. 

Don’t want too much in too short a time—it only exhausts you. I 

suspect you’ll manage it yourself by the time I return,’ she had said 

before leaving on her journey. Unfortunately, I haven’t quite 

managed it on my own yet. 

I pick up a magazine and read for an hour. Then Anton 

comes out of Gabrielle’s room, his face flushed. 

“I’ll fetch you in a moment,” Gabrielle says. “Just a short 

break.” 

I sink back into my chair and look at Anton. 

“Very clarifying,” he says. “Once you’ve been inside, I’ll sort 

it out.” 
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Ten minutes later I sit across from Gabrielle.  

“There are a few things I’d like more clarity on: my health—

especially my terrible sleep, the constant restlessness in my 

legs, the cough that won’t stop, and my contact with Tithua.” 

“All right,” Gabrielle says. “We need to begin with your 

connection to Tithua, because everything else is linked to it.” 

She takes a sheet of paper and draws a line. While scribbling 

notes she often falls silent, sometimes murmuring: “Ah, that’s 

how it is,” or “Yes, yes, I understand.” She tilts her head, 

listening intently to something I cannot hear. 

“Waking up in the middle of the night is typical for 

lightworkers,” she begins. “The problems with your legs also 

belong here. They’re symptoms of high sensitivity: the flow of a 

high frequency and the difficulty of integrating it. It creates 

restlessness in your body, especially in your legs, and causes 

muscle spasms. Look—” she points at the paper, “this line 

marks the separation between the physical world and the world 

of spirit, the light world. You are here, on the light side. If you 

stay there too long, it demands far too much of your body. It 

cannot endure such high frequency for long. It’s like someone 

constantly having high blood sugar—it damages the organs and 

tissues. It’s not too late yet, but you’re on the edge. If you don’t 

shift back to the right side of the line soon, it may no longer be 

reversible. You’re looking at me as if I just said water burns.” 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I say. “I thought 

I was fairly grounded by now, and at the same time in good 

contact with the light world. I practice endlessly to be there as 

much as possible, so I can work with Tithua.” 

“Right now, talking with me, you’re reasonably grounded. 

But you still dwell here.” Again she points to the side 

representing the light world. “You’re making the classic 

mistake of thinking contact with Tithua is only possible if you 
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almost float away. Not so. Tithua—such a beautiful guide, by 

the way—needs you to be physically strong and firmly on the 

earthly side of the line. Only then can she work with you. You’ll 

need to realize this—and also become about twenty percent 

healthier. Be earthly, and stop drinking tap water.” 

“Why is that?” 

“Because drinking tap water—something you do a lot, I 

believe—brings too many heavy metals into your system. They 

accumulate in your body and disturb your basic resonance. 

That basic resonance is part of your compass, both physical and 

etheric. It consists of crystalline particles connected to the 

crystalline particles of the Earth. It is formed by the subtle 

communication between them, providing your body with 

consistent information so you remain harmonized with the 

Earth. 

“In recent years, the giant crystals scattered across the Earth 

have been activated one by one. This makes it all the more 

important not to disturb your basic resonance now. The place 

you live in may suddenly shift vibration. Many people will feel 

out of place in their homeland. Those who ignore this call risk 

becoming ill. A body needs to live in the right place—not only 

for health, but also to do what you came to Earth to do. Even 

your creativity depends on this alignment with the source. 

“So: drink spring water, add rock crystal, rose quartz, and 

amethyst, and do earthly things. And feel whether you live in 

the right place.” 

“Incredible,” I say. “Otherwise it might have taken me an 

eternity to work with Tithua. Now I understand why I want to 

move.” 

“Are you moving?” 

“Maybe to Italy. I’ll try it for three months first. Have you 

heard of Damanhur?” 
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“Oh yes. A very good place for you. The veils are thinner 

there; you won’t have to work so hard to connect with Tithua.” 

“Can you also ask how the cooperation with Tithua will look 

in practice?” 

Gabrielle closes her eyes again. “They say it’s a code 

language, a light language. When the time comes, you’ll feel a 

certain sensation in your body that lets you recognize Tithua. 

You attune to that, and she then sends packets of information 

that you translate into words. She cannot communicate 

otherwise; she exists too high in the light world.” 

“And who exactly are ‘they’?” I ask. 

“They are your guides, and the part of your spirit not 

embodied in the physical—you could call it your higher self. 

Some of your physical complaints also come from ongoing 

cleansing processes. You are asked especially to allow the 

coughing; it is clearing out old residues, also from lifetimes 

when you worked as a medium. This is needed to fully cleanse 

your throat chakra so you can tell your stories free of 

interference. 

“To truly work with Tithua, you must be ninety percent 

healthy—and that is high. You’ll need to take very good care of 

yourself, say no to anything that throws you off balance, and 

recharge regularly. Have I forgotten anything? How about your 

clairvoyance, which troubled you so much after the accident?” 

“That has lessened, thank goodness. Occasionally a wave 

sweeps by in which I see half the world, but mostly it’s 

manageable.” 

“Good. Then the flap that was forced open by the accident is 

almost closed again.” 
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Still a bit dazed, Anton and I wander through The Hague. After 

boarding the wrong tram three times, we decide to walk until 

we find somewhere to eat. 

“Fries!” Anton suddenly shouts, pointing across the street. “I 

haven’t had fries in years. Come on, to Bram.” 

“Who—or what—is Bram?” 

“There,” he says, pointing to a crowded snackbar. 

“A Large Bram?” he asks when it’s finally our turn. 

“I’ll have a Medium Bram,” I say. 

“Shall we get a drink afterward?” 

“Good idea.” 

“What time is it?” Anton asks. “Is it late enough to have a 

glass of wine without feeling guilty?” 

“It’s almost five. No reason to worry.” 

With a belly full of fries and my fingers still greasy from 

mayonnaise, I find myself soon after in one of The Hague’s 

fanciest restaurants. 

“Well?” I ask once the wine has been poured. 

“Well what?” 

“Don’t stall—tell me,” I say. 

“All right, all right. For an hour we talked about my 

mediumship. Apparently I’m always trying to lift the people 

who come to my lectures up into the light world—as if that’s 

my task. According to Gabrielle, that’s impossible. My 

frequency is too high; you can’t just bring people up to your 

level. At best, I can inspire them to work on themselves. But if I 

keep trying to meet them where they are, I deny myself, 

undermine my strength, and don’t serve them. 

“For the first time I’m told not to be humble. Honestly, 

everywhere I trained I was made to feel I had to stay ordinary, 

not stand out. And this is the exact opposite.” 

“Go on,” I urge him. 
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“If I can accept that I may simply be myself, I’ll also become 

less invisible. Then there will be more requests for lectures, 

more clients, and maybe even a partner. That was basically her 

message.” 

“But how do you put that into practice?” 

“By becoming more earthly,” Anton replies. “I shouldn’t 

focus on getting invitations, but on my daily life. When 

someone can’t seem to follow me, it probably means I’m too far 

in the light world. Then it’s time to descend again, back to 

Earth.” 

“That sounds a lot like my story,” I say. “Like attracts like, as 

they say.” 
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Chapter 22 
 

A new path unfolds: saying goodbye to my loved ones and 

taking the first steps toward Damanhur. 

 

In the middle of the night I wake, restless and uneasy. I get up, 

light a candle, and decide it’s time to leave all distractions 

behind. What is past, I release for good. Ahead lies a new 

adventure, and I want to embrace it freely. Outside, the 

vastness of the universe seems to show me all the possibilities. 

It calms me—though soon enough my mind starts again: What 

awaits me? I silence myself firmly: Don’t brood. Trust your 

feelings. Enjoy what’s coming. 

 

The next day I book my trip to Turin. I begin clearing out my 

house, selling what I don’t really need, and preparing for a new 

life. One by one I tell friends and family. I go out to dinner with 

some, take long walks with others, sit in restaurants sharing 

meals—and all the while I savor the thought of spending 

months in a completely new setting. 

Most difficult is saying goodbye to my son, Sam. I cook for 

him as often as I can, knowing how hard it is for him that his 

mother will no longer live nearby.  

One evening, as he sits at my table again, I look at him 

closely. My heart aches. Despite his bravado I see his loneliness, 

his struggle. At his age, having faced so many hardships, I 

would already have collapsed. Why must someone with such a 

loving heart endure so much? I swallow my sorrow with effort. 

I cannot live his life for him. Sam must find his own balance.  
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I listen to his stories and say little. I comfort myself with the 

thought that, at least, there is internet and Skype. 

If I thought I could calmly prepare for Damanhur, I was 

mistaken. Friends and family bombard me with internet stories: 

tax evasion, manipulation, sinister sorcery, failed time-travel, 

even rumors of bears and a gorilla in the woods. Fear grips me. 

What am I getting into? 

But I quickly realize these tales have nothing to do with my 

own feeling. I want to experience it for myself, not live by 

whispers and gossip. Fear must no longer dictate my direction. 

Still, unease lingers. I search photos of Falco, the spiritual 

leader, trying to read something in his gaze. But the images 

give nothing away, as if he refuses anyone access to his essence. 

One evening, in the twilight, I suddenly sense a strong 

presence. Clear as day, I see Falco standing in my living room. 

Before I can react, he seems to slip inside me, probing for access 

to everything that makes me who I am. I freeze—until I recall 

the vision of the Divine Mother, who once showed me how to 

set boundaries while staying in love. Straightening my back, I 

call up that unconditional love and set my inner boundary. 

Instantly the access feels closed. Falco can no longer reach me. 

He vanishes. 

Then he appears again, with a completely different energy: 

softer, kinder. “Sorry, sorry,” I hear. And again he is gone.  

For hours I ponder this strange, unsettling encounter. Was it 

real? My imagination? Why would he do such a thing? Does he 

test every newcomer? I can’t tell. 

 

In the weeks that follow I keep clearing, selling, and cleaning. 

My house grows emptier, quieter. It feels as if my life in the 

Netherlands is slowly fading out, waiting for the moment of 

departure. 
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And then the day comes. At half past three in the morning I 

wake. Hastily I stuff the last things into my suitcase, close the 

door of my brother’s Amsterdam apartment behind me, and 

step out shivering into the cold to wait for the taxi. A little later 

the driver waves goodbye as if he’d like to come along himself. 

Soon I am in the bustling departure hall of Schiphol. I check 

in, find a tall glass of fresh orange juice, saving coffee and 

croissant for Paris. Hours later I board my flight to Charles de 

Gaulle—only to discover my layover lasts eight hours, not 

three. The day drifts by in a blur, until finally, in the evening, I 

collapse into bed in a Damanhur guesthouse. Thrilled to have a 

room to myself, I fall asleep at once after a quick shower. 

 

The next morning the sun pours in. I look out to see the snow-

covered peaks of the Alps in the distance. A quarter of an hour 

later I’m walking toward the Welcome Center. Along the 

roadside stands a large sign: Damanhur. The gate is open. 

At the top of the steps Falco is speaking with someone. He 

glances sideways, meets my eyes, says nothing, and continues 

his conversation. I am stunned. Is this the man? So thin, so worn? 

I walk on, register for the mandatory introduction tour, and 

then head to the café. With coffee and a croissant at a table by 

the window, I listen to voices in many languages, watch the 

cheerful faces, and can hardly believe I am really here. Yet my 

thoughts keep circling back to that gaunt figure. That’s Falco? 
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Chapter 23 
 

Under the full moon, the Oracle opens the gate to an ancient 

alchemical path. 
 

Drums thunder across the grounds of the Open Temple. Great 

fires blaze on the stage. At each corner stand sacred dancers, 

while a group of priestesses in blue robes perform their rituals. 

At the center of the altar rises a massive crystal, shimmering in 

a strange blue, almost violet glow. The sky is deep midnight 

blue, the full moon high overhead, surrounded by millions of 

stars. 

With a crown of leaves on my head, I stand with trembling 

knees inside a white circle on the stage. The circle has just been 

closed with a magical staff. A group of veiled priestesses 

approaches and halts before me. Dizziness overtakes me, and I 

try to focus on what is happening outside myself in order to 

stay upright. One of the priestesses looks at me, takes a paper, 

and begins reading aloud in Italian, her voice accompanied by 

the soft rhythm of drums. When the group withdraws, I 

instinctively bow my head. A drummer strikes a single, loud 

beat, the circle is opened again, and a priestess leads me back to 

my place in the amphitheater. 

On the stone bench beside a Damanhurian woman in a long 

red robe, I feel small and insignificant. The night is cold, and I 

shiver. 

The ceremony continues. The fires are stoked higher. One by 

one, the dancers step forward to the largest fire, offering their 

tribute in the sacred language of dance. When the drums reach 
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their peak, they fall silent all at once, and the dancers freeze in 

place. At the altar, the high priestess completes the ritual. Then 

everyone rises—the ceremony is over. 

 

Later, back in my room, I sit stunned, struggling to absorb 

where I am. I pick up the Oracle’s answer, translated into 

English. How had I phrased my question again? 

What must I do to truly live my full potential, so that the ancient 

wisdom within me can rise into my awareness? 

The answer reads: 

From kind and subtle Forces, thou art the sister. Gratitude. 

To materialize the subtle world, give voice to their messages. 

Leave a trace in what you write. Illuminate your thoughts. 

Strengthen yourself energetically. Open your world. 

Take in the new knowledge to connect it with your old wisdom. 

Pray as if you are able to do it. 

Choose to give yourself to the alchemical game; this will bring 

synchronous opportunities to be recognized. 

Your new energies are engaged in this matter. 

The journey of this life and of your previous lives has now brought 

you here, a crucial phase in which to become one and unite with your 

ancient and spiritual parts. 

In exploring a new life, talents will emerge in different ways. 

Be confident. Claim your ideal and act upon it. That is your way. 

The wealth not yet expressed is not only for your well-being, 

but for a collective dream. 

Reconsider yourself as of now. Recognize yourself in others. 

Boldly loosen the knot of disconnection. 

Path in the Temple: the halls dedicated to those parts of you that still 

must awaken. 

Hall of Water: memories rising into your awareness. 

Heal yourself in order to heal others. 
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Find the right balance between the forces. 

Allow inner and outer senses to awaken. 

Stabilize the victories that come, and then share them. 

Do not look at what separates you from others; see what unites you. 

Be yourself, distilled, and do this with humility. 

I read the words again and again, trying to grasp their meaning. 

Thou art the sister. The alchemical game. The collective dream. 

Synchronous opportunities. It feels as though profound change is 

possible here—if only I open myself to it. 

Curious, I search for the origin of the name Damanhur and 

discover a village in northern Egypt with the same name. One 

would have to be blind not to see the Egyptian connection in 

the images and symbols here. Am I brought to this place 

because Chloé’s life is meant to be healed here? Will my ancient 

but inaccessible wisdom awaken at last? 

I think of how Chloé died, during her sixth initiation in the 

sarcophagus, which she did not survive because she no longer 

had the strength. A shiver runs down my spine as I realize what 

is meant by: Choose to give yourself to the alchemical game. 

My stay here will have nothing in common with a holiday in 

Italy. I will be challenged to the core. Everything will be placed 

before me for the alchemical process that is necessary for 

healing. My soul will undergo the sixth initiation once more—

and this time, I hope, bring it to completion. 

I pray that I will remember, when the trials come—and 

when despair threatens—that everything I encounter here is 

part of my path of initiation. Another shiver runs through me. 
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Chapter 24 
 

Good Lord, have I ended up with a new Buddha or Jesus? 
 

In the days that follow, I get acquainted with the rhythm of 

Damanhur, with its residents, and with the New Life group of 

which I’ll be part for three months. Two days a week I’ll work 

on the farm, and together with the group I’ll follow the lessons 

of Damanhur. 

Meanwhile, it rains as if someone up there has turned on the 

tap and forgotten to turn it off again. For days on end, the drops 

keep drumming against my attic window. The heater is on, and 

I’m wearing the only thick sweater I brought. Two pairs of 

shoes are drying outside my door, and I walk around in my 

newly purchased rubber boots. 

Why didn’t I know that Damanhur isn’t just one place but a 

whole collection of communities spread out over more than 

forty-five kilometers, where everyone depends on cars? It 

seemed inappropriate to me to use a car in a place where 

people dedicate themselves to healing the Earth. Inappropriate? 

Nonsense. I simply wanted to prove what a model student I 

am. Well, here we are, Joy—silly girl—you’ve landed yourself 

in this mess: three months of endless walking. So, stop whining 

and keep walking.  

Luckily, I soon managed to secure a spot in John’s car, a 

Dane and fellow group member. After every ride, I dutifully 

toss one or two euros into the shared ride jar. 
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As soon as darkness falls, the dogs start barking. It drives me 

mad. Where are my earplugs? What was it Emma said again? 

“Maybe not everything will run smoothly right away.” You can 

say that again. I sleep terribly. My neighbor falls asleep with the 

television blaring, and Italian voices chatter through the night. 

Television in Damanhur? Meanwhile, money flies out of my 

wallet; my three-month budget is already more than half gone. 

 

I carefully begin to attend the lessons. Strange topics come up: 

the “super individual,” physical time travel to long-past eras, 

altering history to prevent a catastrophe that’s still six hundred 

years away. A canoe is stolen nearby so that sacred symbols can 

be engraved into it, then left in a little river—four thousand 

years ago, that is. A week later the local paper reports: 

Archaeological find in Piemonte, complete with photo. All of 

Damanhur chuckles, and I am dumbfounded. Then there’s talk 

of a gorilla and an antelope swapping bodies. Falco, they say, is 

a member of the Great Galactic Council, a descended master, an 

Avatar. Good Lord, have I ended up with a new Buddha or 

Jesus?  

Why? Why am I here? What is going to happen to me? And 

why does Falco have cancer? 

I complain about the television. My neighbor calls out 

“scusa, scusa” and promises to do better. The next day she 

insists on inspecting my room because her TV no longer works. 

Balancing her more than one hundred kilos on a wobbly 

wooden chair, she reaches for a little box with cables stuck 

against the ceiling of my room. It’s written on her forehead 

what she thinks: that Dutch witch has been tampering with the 

cables. I notice the box for the first time and suddenly 

understand why my sleep has been even worse. No proof for 
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her suspicion, though. Thanks to my invisible helpers, who 

apparently know a thing or two about cables as well. 

 

A few weeks later, on a Wednesday afternoon, I walk 

enthusiastically through the forest on my way to Damjl for a 

class on divination, the art of foretelling. I could hardly believe 

my eyes when I saw it on the program. Let’s see what they have 

to say here. Soaked to the skin once again, I enter the classroom. 

D., the teacher, steps in right behind me. 

“Today I’d like to work with the Seven Stones method,” he 

begins, “a simple but effective technique. For the newcomers: 

divination comes from the word divinare, literally ‘from God.’ 

These days, we use it mainly for prediction methods: tarot, the I 

Ching, The Book of Synchronicity—which we often use here in 

Damanhur—and many others. For this method, you look for 

three white stones, three black ones, and one of a different 

color. Not too big, not too small, not too jagged. Keep them in a 

black pouch, because black shields the energy. Hold them 

regularly in your hands—without the pouch—so the stones will 

carry your energy. If you want insight into the dynamics of a 

situation, this works beautifully. Who would like to ask a 

question?” 

Silence. 

I raise my hand. 

“Is Italy a suitable country for me to live in?” 

“A good question,” says D. “Here are the stones. Hold them 

in your hands, stand facing North—the best position, because it 

aligns you with the magnetic force of the North Pole. Keep your 

question in mind and throw the stones. 

I do as he says. Everyone gathers around. D. studies the 

spread and begins his explanation: 
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“The stone closest to the North has the greatest influence. In 

this case, that’s a white stone—a positive sign. Together with 

the other white stones, it forms a triangle, which is favorable. 

But… there’s a lot of space between the three. And there’s a 

black stone lying within that triangle. That means something 

negative is interfering with the positive. The other black stones 

aren’t far off either, which strengthens the negative influence. 

The odd stone out, the reddish-brown one, lies rather far away. 

That’s the power stone, indicating where the strength lies. It is 

close to a white stone, but not the one in the North and not 

within the triangle. All in all, I’d conclude that Italy is a suitable 

place for you, but you still have some work to do before you’re 

ready. Strengthen the positive—but don’t forget: as you do, the 

negative will automatically grow stronger too. Just like in a 

chess game. I’m sure you know what that might mean.” 

Money, I think. I need money, otherwise I’ll remain stuck. 

Money—or rather, my financial situation—is my weak spot. 

That’s what I need to strengthen. Only, I don’t know how to 

influence it. My thoughts drift to the final issue in the personal 

injury case. 

 

That evening I sit at the second table, the one reserved for when 

the big table is full. I pile up my plate—careful with all that 

pasta and the huge quantities of delicious food—and begin 

eating. After a few minutes, I grow uncomfortable: the two 

other people at the table keep whispering. I know it’s not about 

me, but I’m sure it’s about someone else in the group. It annoys 

me, and I try to ignore it. As the whispering continues, my 

irritation builds. What kind of behavior is this? 

On the wall hangs the saying of the month: I am transparent, I 

trust you as you trust me. When my irritation threatens to turn 

into anger, I stand up, dump the rest of my food into the 
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compost bin, rinse my plate and cutlery, put them in the 

dishwasher, and retreat to my room. 

 

The next morning, I am—as almost every morning—the first to 

prepare breakfast. In fact, I seem to be the only one who eats a 

proper breakfast, because Italians have cookies with tea or 

coffee and then complain about gaining weight. A bag of 

muesli has been purchased, but I remain the only one who eats 

it. 

As I sit down with my bowl, one of the whisperers walks in. 

Cheerfully shouting con te, he heads for the cupboard to grab 

the cookies. I think of the night before, swallow once, and say: 

“Can I talk to you for a moment?” 

“Of course,” he replies, “go ahead.” 

“Why were you two whispering at the table last night? As if 

I wasn’t even there. I found it an unpleasant situation.” 

The man looks at me in shock. Oh dear, I think, Dutch 

directness doesn’t always land well. 

“We’re busy and hardly have time to consult each other. 

There’s a resident with problems, so I wanted M.’s advice—

she’s a psychotherapist.” 

“Then you could have just told me, so I’d know where I 

stood. I found it awkward, not fitting for a place like this.” 

He raises an eyebrow. “Sorry you took it that way, but I 

didn’t see another option.” 

And that’s the end of it. He takes a cookie, pops it into his 

mouth, and picks up a newspaper. 
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Chapter 25 
 

It is time for me to start making choices. 
 

We have a meditation class in one of the nucleos. First, an 

hour’s climb up the mountain. The meditation room at the top 

offers a breathtaking view of the snowcapped Alpine peaks. I 

could happily live in this nucleo for the rest of my stay. 

C., our teacher, looks like a wise man—you can see it at once. 

Tibetan singing bowls resonate. Eyes closed: first feel the toes, 

then the legs. The heart becomes a golden ship that sails out to 

gather knowledge, synchronicities, and emotions from past 

lives. Red and blue flashes streak through my mind. My ship 

circles the world but gets stuck in a Chinese harbor. Finally it 

returns. The colors gather into a circle, blending into indigo. In 

that circle rests the power of the goddess, to which I can always 

connect. Why do I keep losing that connection? 

“Bring together everything the ship has collected,” says C.  

Now, what question do you have?” 

Simple: how can I integrate it all so that it can be used to 

fulfill my life task? 

We walk to the labyrinths outside. C. hands me a pentacle 

marked with the number seven, linked to the tarot card The 

Chariot. Not a bad omen: mastering contradictions, evolution, 

growth, achieving one’s chosen ideal, spirit overcoming matter. 

I step into the labyrinth to retrieve the answer to my question. 

Subtle forces support me: walk your path, follow the signs, do not 

speak of your life task; you may only share it once you are protected. 
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The labyrinth is vast. Choices must be made. Sometimes I take a 

wrong turn, then retrace my steps until I find the right way 

again. That is life. Inanya said so already. Easy, it is not. 

 

That evening, back in my room, I reflect on the lesson. Are you 

filled with vague feelings or questions, not understanding what is 

happening around you? The tarot reader had once told me: Don’t 

remain stuck in vagueness. Name the events that confuse you. Take 

your inner signals seriously. If necessary, take a stand. That way you 

won’t be limited any longer by old habits that no longer fit. 

I have my hands full with that, because there is little here 

that I can truly place. 

 

Outside the lessons, too, surprises await. Here, plants make 

music. I heard it myself. A little cable is attached to a leaf and 

connected to a synthesizer-like device. The energy of the plant 

does the rest. Soothing tones fill the room. In one nucleo, plants 

are even trained to open doors for the residents. But not if the 

resident is in a foul mood—the plants don’t like that. Then the 

door stays shut. People in depression aren’t let in either; they 

may stand outside for months. 

Plants are highly developed beings. They have lived on 

Earth for tens of thousands, perhaps hundreds of thousands of 

years longer than we have. Through their root systems they 

maintain vast networks, communicating with one another. 

They carry great knowledge. But they don’t always get along: 

sometimes they wage war. And if allowed to regulate their own 

water intake, they get drunk. Plants, it turns out, have 

emotions. 

In Damanhur no distinction is made between plants and 

animals. People eat meat here, but never without ritual. 

Beforehand, a ceremony is held in one of the temples. Then one 
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of the residents accompanies the animal to the slaughterhouse, 

stays with it, and calms it until the very end. I find that 

meaningful—but does it mean I will start eating meat again 

myself? 

 

Events unfold at lightning speed. One amazement follows 

another. During the second class of the school for meditation, I 

suddenly sit up straight with joy. Here, too, we work with 

divination methods—mantica. Tarot, the I Ching, even the 

behavior of a goat in a herd: everything can be used to show on 

which timeline an individual or a group is moving, what 

development is underway. It all serves to bring awareness to 

choices and behavior. 

“When you are aware of your thoughts and make conscious 

choices,” the teacher explains, “you realize your wishes much 

faster. You truly become a co-creator on Earth. How? Because 

you won’t drift aimlessly. You give your desires, your dreams, 

what you find important, enough energy to take form. 

Thoughts always precede realization. Whatever you direct your 

energy toward grows. The more you focus on a goal, the greater 

the chance it will gather enough energy to materialize.” 

At last I understand what materializing really means! 

Suddenly I also see that, as an eternal seeker, I have far less 

chance of realizing my dreams than someone who came to 

Earth as a finder. A seeker wanders down many paths, explores 

them, veers off, or chooses another halfway through. Yes, with 

the intent of reaching the core of life—but at the same time, it is 

a way of not finding what every human longs for: happiness. 

It is time for me to start making choices. That insight comes 

unexpectedly and powerfully. It also makes me realize that 

searching for insights is pointless. Insights find me—and 

always at the moments I least expect them. 
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“Numerology, tarot, and the I Ching are all ways to become 

aware of the path you tend to choose,” the teacher continues. 

“They also show the likely direction that path will take. By 

seeing the way before it becomes reality, you can decide 

whether this is the right path for you, for the group, or for a 

project—and make adjustments in time if needed.” 

My thoughts wander to the mediums and oracles I’ve 

consulted over the years—and to my growing doubts about 

their usefulness. It’s high time I found the answers to my 

questions about the right path myself. 
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Chapter 26 
 

Only love fits my lock. 
 

It is full moon again when I approach the Temples in a van with 

six strangers. I’m longing to make contact behind the veil, and a 

night in the Temples seemed perfect for that. We step out in 

silence. It feels as if the Temples are already welcoming us. We 

head for the narrow door and soon move through tight 

corridors into the first hall. In the breathtaking Hall of Mirrors, 

with its even more stunning dome of Tiffany glass, mattresses 

and sleeping bags are handed out. I choose a corner for the 

night. 

Once everyone has settled, we form a circle in the middle of 

the hall. Hand in hand, with our backs to the center, we watch 

our images multiply into infinity. Joys approach me from all 

directions. 

“What do you think of yourself—can you love your own 

image?” the leader asks. 

The woman in the mirrors looks at me from every angle. I 

feel small and find it hard to truly appreciate her, much as I 

want to. 

We slide into our sleeping bags to listen to the great gong. At 

first the leader strikes it softly; soon the sound thunders 

through the hall. I feel it in every fiber, as if I am the gong and 

each cell is being struck. I come apart; pieces of me mop across 

the floor, slip along the mirrors, fly past the dome. I search for 

bearings, grow restless, then suddenly angry. What am I doing 

here? Why am I still alone? Why this loneliness? Get me 
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home—free me from this life—I’ve had enough! Everything 

slips away. While pieces of me are still flying, I curl up on my 

mat, cover my head, and shrink further into myself. 

At last the gong stops. My body trembles, my ears ring, and 

there’s that odd sensation of a giant hair on my tongue—the 

one I sometimes get after ayahuasca when I’m in touch with 

higher dimensions. Does that happen here by itself? Are these 

halls so charged that the forces seek the people out? 

We are free to wander, to visit different halls and connect 

with what’s there. I go to the Hall of Spheres: a small room with 

nine orbs filled with alchemical substances whose vibration and 

information correspond to planets. Four on either side; opposite 

the door stands a larger orb with a milky substance. I am 

instantly drawn to it. As instructed, I gaze without focusing. A 

hum settles in me; I grow heavy. 

Suddenly I’m atop a hill in the dark. I wear a long white 

dress. Below lies a city, utterly black—plastic-black. Nothing 

moves: no people, no birds, no clouds, no moon or stars in the 

veiled sky. The city is circular, cylindrical; it spirals upward 

toward a central tower that dwarfs the rest. That too is black. 

Seven figures stand beside me. Desolation. 

“Who are you?” 

“We are the seven brothers. We are here to protect you—

here and elsewhere.” 

“Where is ‘elsewhere’?” 

“In the time where you are now.” 

The image vanishes. I don’t know what I saw or who the 

seven brothers are. The black city weighs on me. Atlantis? Or 

another cataclysm? I don’t know, but to this day I feel 

responsible for what I saw. As if, ever since then, in no lifetime 

have I dared to take on something truly big. I think of a 

ceremony in England years ago, where I saw a past life of great 
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power—and the deaths of many. Is that the root of my chronic 

doubt—my fear of doing it wrong, of choosing wrong? If so, 

doubt no longer serves me. It’s time to choose, to do something 

of meaning, to give something to the world—and to find rest in 

that. 

The orb is done with me. I close my eyes, sit a while longer, 

then stand. The next orb that calls me is red. Its energy is 

different: warm, feminine. The weight of the white orb gives 

way to gentleness and love. The paralysis lifts. The Pleiades, I 

think. It feels like an ancient home base. Home—or something 

else? 

 

The next day, during siesta, I dream. In my hand I hold a key 

ring that is short-circuiting. Sparks fly; the keys crackle. One 

key is much larger than the rest—and it is not only a key but 

also a keyhole 

“They’re in the wrong order!” a voice shouts. “It’s never 

going to work like this!” 

“The wrong order? What’s in the wrong order? What is this 

even about?” 

I wake with a start. A dog is barking. Later, as I walk to the 

big house for dinner, my mind is elsewhere. Nothing holds my 

attention. Back in my room, my gaze lands on a dark spot in the 

wood. A branch must have been there; when the tree was cut 

the branch was knocked out—a wound. The keyhole is a 

wound. My wound. What is your great wound, Joy? Of course: 

love. Or rather, the lack of it. Since the ceremonies in England 

I’ve been coughing my lungs clean and sitting weekly with 

Naga, a healer. “Cough it out, open yourself, let yourself be 

seen and heard,” she says—but I stay locked, the brake won’t 

release. 
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The large key stands for love. Only love can heal my wound. 

Wound and medicine fit seamlessly: a key in a lock. I’m dizzy, 

yet I know it’s true—at least for that strange key that is both 

key, keyhole, and the act of opening. And the wrong order? If 

keys represent what I must do, then it’s about mastering my 

thoughts and choices, living from love—and healing love 

through that. My thoughts are often full of fear; I avoid 

choosing for fear of choosing wrong. Mastery means rising 

above fear. Fear is love’s shadow. I’ve been trying to suppress 

fear, which only strengthens it. My attention belongs with love. 

Walking here as a beacon of love will accomplish more than 

wrestling my fear. What an insight. 

 

In the days that follow, however, my fear only grows. That 

beacon doesn’t get very far. Something threatens me, though I 

don’t know what. Then a note is pressed into my hand: 

Bring a sleeping bag, mat, pillow, and some clothes to the 

classroom at two. Don’t speak to anyone about this. 

How on earth am I to find a sleeping bag? Back in my nucleo—

miraculously—there’s a sleeping bag and mat on a table with 

my name on a note. I’ve learned that asking questions is 

pointless. I pack and walk to Damjl after lunch to wait. To my 

relief, group members arrive from several directions. Then 

Wapiti, our New Life coach, enters. 

“Grab your things and follow me.” 

At the Welcome Center parking lot she points to a van. We 

climb in without a word. Fifteen minutes later we no longer 

know where we are; we’ve never taken this route. After another 

half hour we turn onto a narrow sandy track that winds uphill 

through the woods. The road ends. A hut stands in the distance. 

Wapiti produces a small box: watches and phones inside. 
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“Walk to the hut and make a shopping list. This is what 

you’ll have for as long as you’re here. Maybe a few days, maybe 

longer. Budget: €80.” 

We’re ten in total. The dim hut is not encouraging. We sit at the 

rickety table. I look for paper and pen.  

“Say it,” I prompt. “Rice? Coffee? Apples?” Nods. Someone 

checks for leftovers from previous groups. Not much. Fifteen 

minutes later I hand Wapiti the list. 

“I’ll be back in an hour,” she says. “Settle in and make a fire 

outside. That fire must never go out. Here is one box of matches; 

that’s all you get. If the fire goes out—or someone from outside 

manages to put it out—you’ll be collected and taken to a nucleo 

to work for the residents. Also: make this place ready for the 

next group. Create an outdoor meeting spot, clean up the 

shower area, scrub the compost toilets, and see what else needs 

doing. We’ll monitor your progress. When the work is done, 

we’ll fetch you.” 

What kind of theater piece have I landed in now? 

“Let’s organize,” I say. “Suggestions?” We set up sleeping 

places in the wobbly attic. As the oldest, leadership seems to 

land on me by default. I’m tired and weak, and I let the urge 

go—plenty of capable people here. 

What follows slides toward nightmare. At night we hear 

rats. We’re being watched, even in the dark; we feel it, though 

we see no one. Humor keeps us afloat for a few days. Each 

morning we gather by the fire, assign tasks. Sometimes Wapiti 

appears and checks in with us individually. By day five, our 

spirits sag; jokes dwindle. Supplies are low; we ration. We’re 

convinced we’ve done our part—everything is tidy and 

organized—yet no one comes. 

On day six I finally doze off. Suddenly: shouting, running. 

Everyone bolts upright, scrambles down the ladder, gropes for 
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shoes in pitch-darkness. Outside, we stare at the spot where the 

fire should be. Vague figures, and John looking defeated. 

“All of you—come,” a man barks. A van waits where we 

were dropped off. The ride is silent. I am done. This is not a 

boys’ adventure. 

We stop at a nucleo. “You’re going to re-stain our shed. 

Breakfast in an hour.” Like meek sheep, we begin.  

“I’m finished with this,” I say. Murmurs of agreement.  

“If we don’t do what they say, we might as well leave,” 

someone says.  

“Probably,” I answer. “Then let’s make a joke of it. Purple?” 

There’s only black stain. They won’t break me. I pick up a brush 

and get to work. 

By evening the shed is done. Exhausted, we’re led to the 

dining hall. A generous meal, a glass of wine. Back to the hut. 

We build a new fire and decide on two-person night watches. 

On night eight I sit with Sergio, a Brazilian. Forest sounds, the 

crackle of the fire, the hush. We tell each other our lives. There’s 

a clear click. Toward morning we nod off, leaning against one 

another, as if we’ve been friends for years. A pearl in the 

middle of a nightmare. 

Still no pickup. On day nine, with almost no food left, Wapiti 

appears at our morning meeting. “Pack your things. You’re 

done here.” Relief washes over every face. 

 

Back in my room I’m certain someone has searched my 

things—and used my laptop. At meals I scan faces and glances. 

Something has shifted. Three weeks to go in New Life. I can 

barely stand it. Binding my life to Damanhur? Even if they 

wanted me—no. I’ve already had two clashes with Falco during 

Q&A. I no longer understand Damanhur—nor the growing 

distrust towards me. What have I done wrong? 
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We say goodbye to the New Life group with pizza and a bit too 

much wine. The next day I look around the dining hall at the 

people I’ve lived with for months in the nucleo, the family 

house. The apple pie I baked is gone in minutes.  

“Joy, we didn’t know you could cook,” says Puka, my 

contact person, one of the few who speaks English. 

“You never asked,” I smile. “I liked working in the 

greenhouses. The kitchen isn’t really my place.” Another round 

of wine, and then everyone drifts off.  

Before going to my room, I walk up the mountain for a 

while. The view is glorious. The silence complete. So that was it. 

Farewell, dream. I’ll have to think of something else. 

 

Wednesday, 24 July 2013, I fly home relieved: a few friends 

richer, a dream poorer. My head is fuller of questions than ever, 

and without help from my friends beyond the veil I don’t know 

how to answer them. What I received in Damanhur—through 

Subtle Forces and divination—felt true. What didn’t fit was the 

daily machinery. Something smelled off: manipulation, perhaps 

even brainwashing. I spoke with residents who were frankly 

afraid, or felt trapped—convinced they could never rebuild a 

life outside. The man who once picked me up from the airport 

vanished a week ago with his girlfriend; rumors say they left in 

a rush with nothing but themselves. 

Seven days of work a week, evenings filled—hardly any 

space to feel your own feelings. I also saw beautiful things, and 

happy people—those who fit a community like Damanhur, 

where you set aside personal interests and follow the insights of 

a rather tyrannical leader. I witnessed Falco’s final days: the 

needle near his right wrist with morphine, no doubt, his bier, 

his partner’s angry gaze on me, the ash ritual that drew people 

from around the world. 
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Damanhur is a mixture of luminous ideals and unclean 

practices. It is not my place. Yet somewhere there is an echo—

older than Egypt. And to a few questions, I did receive answers. 
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Chapter 27 
 

True love is acceptance. 
 

Once again I stand at the door of Ian’s apartment to speak with 

White Bull. At my request Anton has come along. As soon as 

we are seated and the recorder is running, White Bull begins 

with his usual opening question: 

“How are you?” 

“I’m fine,” I start, but I can’t go on. 

“Do I hear a ‘but’ in there?” he responds immediately. “That 

means the brain is busy and creating great unrest. Am I right?” 

“That’s true,” I admit. “But let me explain why.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“I returned from Damanhur two weeks ago, and I’m left 

with big questions about Falco, the spiritual leader. Who was 

he—or rather, who is he? Because even though he died two 

weeks before I came back, in those days he still felt very 

present.” 

“Undoubtedly a great visionary,” White Bull replies. “But 

still one who had lessons to learn. Sadly, he isolated himself 

from others, so he never received honest feedback. He denied 

himself the chance to see his mistakes. That’s the risk anyone 

faces who ends up as a guru. Around him an illusion was built. 

He enjoyed it, and he did nothing to break through the 

projections. In truth, this man was not so different from an 

ordinary Dutch person, equally far along in terms of 

evolution.” 
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The answer surprises me. I continue: “At one point I asked 

Falco about his views on plant healers and ayahuasca. He 

reacted so sharply, so negatively, that I began to doubt him 

from then on. Why such a strong reaction? Surely he could see I 

meant no harm?” 

“He instantly saw that he couldn’t easily draw you into the 

collective consciousness. That made you, for him, an unguided 

missile. It made him uncomfortable. He wasn’t sure you 

wouldn’t bring an influence he didn’t want. So he tried at once 

to undermine and belittle you. Your importance was made 

secondary to his own. Because he allowed others to project their 

power onto him, a dangerous situation developed. Had you 

stayed much longer, you would have suffered under the 

branded status of being a dangerous person. Your independent 

energy would have made you feel, again and again, as if at any 

moment a knife might be stuck in your back. You would have 

felt deeply unfree, continually monitored by people you 

couldn’t see but could sense around you.” 

“Was it really that bad?” I ask. I stare silently ahead, the 

answers resonating while also surprising me. 

White Bull goes on: “Of course there are people in 

Damanhur who learned about giving away their power and 

used that to do their own work well. Those are valuable people. 

But a collective is always threatened by someone who wants to 

step out. You, who are naturally a rebel and an outsider, would 

inevitably face attempts to disempower you. Unconsciously, 

they already felt you were a threat. But remember: no one has 

the right to declare another’s path unworthy, or to reject it 

through words or actions. True love is acceptance.” 

“Then why did I feel so strongly guided to Damanhur? What 

was I meant to do there?” 
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“You had to experience once more the danger of a collective 

consciousness that denies the individual. And you had to 

experience again what it means when one person holds the 

power to convince everyone else of his truth.” 

Now the penny drops: I was there because of Chloé and 

what happened to her more than four thousand years ago. 

Damanhur so resembled life in Egypt at that time. That is why I 

kept feeling I had to recognize the symbols. Suddenly I also see 

the connection with the Black Egyptian who wanted to work 

with me. It is as if Falco, the Egyptian, and the one who caused 

Chloé’s death all merge into one. Falco had already sensed I 

might be a threat. In fact, I was given a major test by drinking 

ayahuasca alone—I just didn’t realize it. Only that echo from a 

time even earlier than Egypt I cannot yet explain. 

“Despite all this, I actually felt good in Italy. What about 

moving there? Would I fit better in Italy than in the 

Netherlands?” 

“Perhaps you will indeed go and live there. Perhaps you will 

even invite the people of Damanhur to the ceremonies you will 

no doubt hold there,” White Bull answers with a chuckle.  

Then you will be that dangerous woman up on the hill, for 

someone must play that role. But feel into what is right for 

you—where your heart is leading you. This is about the 

reawakening of your soul’s desire. You can create there what 

you dream of, but there are other possibilities too, perhaps a bit 

farther away. Take your time. Visualize it. Taste the life you 

long for. Feel the atmosphere of the place you want to live. By 

leaving the details open, you create the space for what truly 

suits you to come to you.” 

Anton listens tensely, nodding as though his own thoughts 

about Falco and Damanhur are being confirmed. 

 



116 
 

 
 

Chapter 28 
 

An echo slips in—will love reveal her true face, or only her 

shadow? 

 

“And why were you nodding so eagerly at everything White 

Bull said about Falco and Damanhur?” 

“When you told me about your plans to go to Damanhur, I 

immediately looked it up online to see what it was all about. I 

saw a photo of that Falco and barely made it to the toilet in 

time. I knew right away I wasn’t supposed to go along—if only 

because of that man.” 

“Seriously? Couldn’t you have told me that? And why didn’t 

you respond when I got scared, called you, and asked you to 

feel into what was going on?” 

“I had no idea what I could do for you, and I strongly felt 

you could handle it yourself.” 

I remain silent, partly because I’m annoyed, partly because I 

don’t know what to make of Anton’s decision. 

“Would you like to go have a cup of tea, so we can talk more 

about what White Bull said?” 

My ego wants to go home without another word, but 

something else makes me decide to go with him. 

 

Anton and I stare gloomily ahead, because we both heard from 

White Bull why our love lives are stagnating. 

“Let’s take another good look at it,” I say. “If I understood 

him correctly, I’m walking around with a sign on my head that 

says: ‘come back later, I don’t have time now,’ while you’re in 
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the dating shop window with a sign that says: ‘I say I want a 

relationship, but I’d rather you keep walking.’ What a pair of 

idiots we are, saying we want a relationship while broadcasting 

the opposite.” 

“I honestly don’t know, but it sure doesn’t cheer me up. 

How did he put it again? ‘You belong to a minority within a 

minority; that makes it difficult, but it’s not impossible.’ Not 

impossible! In other words: almost impossible!” 

I glance sideways: Anton is staring straight ahead. 

“You know, I think it’s about flipping a switch inside, so the 

message we unconsciously send turns into a conscious one.” 

“You think so?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“Did you even hear properly what White Bull said to you?” 

Anton asks. 

“Yeah, sort of, why?” 

“I think he indicated that you’ve already met your partner 

but told him: not now, come back later.” 

“Did he say that?” 

“Word for word,” says Anton. “Listen again to the recording 

when you get home. And I don’t want to insinuate anything, 

but I got the strong impression he meant Max. That’s just my 

opinion, and maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. But it 

slipped out, sorry.” 

“Don’t worry, you’re number so-and-so by now.” 

“By the way, I reread your book last week, and if I’d been 

Max, I would’ve seriously doubted whether you actually 

wanted to stay single. You go on and on about your freedom in 

that book.” 

“Yes, I talk about being free, but that doesn’t mean I don’t 

want a relationship. If you can commit yourself and still be free 

inside—free from fear and able to remain yourself—that, to me, 
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is the ultimate freedom. I know very well I haven’t been too 

clever. I should take lessons from those super-savvy women 

who always say exactly the right thing when they want to win a 

man over. Stupid, I’ve just been stupid about it.” 

“Maybe,” says Anton, “but who knows, maybe it wasn’t the 

right time yet, and you were guided to do it this way.” 

Now it’s my turn to look gloomy. 

“‘I seem to keep sabotaging my own happiness.” 

“How do you picture yourself sending a different message? I 

mean, how will we—or you—actually do that in practice?” 

“Simple: dating. And you, for once, shouldn’t just sit 

passively on a site but actually take action.” 

“I don’t like chasing after a guy, let them come to me,” says 

Anton. 

“That won’t get you anywhere. White Bull also said you’d 

benefit most from someone very similar to yourself. You’ll 

really have to get to work, show yourself, and dare to take risks. 

Because if both of you want a relationship but both sit around 

like Sleeping Beauty in your tower room, well dear Anton, 

you’ll be lying in your coffin still pining.” 

“You sure know how to cheer people up!” 

“If you want something, you’ll have to take action, no other 

way.” 

“Are you going to do that too?” 

“Do what?” 

“Take action?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Suppose I’m right. Then you’d have to reach out to Max.” 

“Are you completely out of your mind? Of course not. I 

promised to leave him alone, and I will. Not in a million years 

would I even consider contacting him. Forget it! Besides, I don’t 
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want a man who doesn’t want me, for whatever reason. Simple 

as that.” 

“So you’re really going to date then?” 

“Absolutely,” I say. “I think that’s the right way. I have to 

learn to trust the universe. So if Max is meant for me, he’ll come 

anyway, even if I’m on a dating site. The point is to take the 

‘not now, come back later’ sign off my forehead. And who 

knows, I might have a few nice encounters. I will set up a 

profile passively though, I just want to signal that I’m available, 

nothing more.” 

“Well, I’ll be damned, why do I have to take action while 

you get to just wait?” 

“Because that’s what my gut tells me.” 

“Well, Ligteringen, I’m not so sure about that.” 

 

That same evening, I get to work by creating a profile on a 

spiritual dating site. The first thing they ask me is to write an 

introduction about myself. Where do I even begin? Come on 

Joy, it can’t be that hard. Make it short and snappy. 

“First a glass of wine,” I say, “and then I’d like you to help 

me out with your brilliant ideas, dear Head.” 

One glass later, my Head starts picking up steam. First an 

alias. April, my birth month—it’s perfect for this. The arrival of 

spring, a new beginning. 

A woman who’s gradually grown a little wiser, full of zest for 

life, adventurous, with a curious, inquisitive mind, sometimes a 

bit impulsive (that’s where you get to slow me down), warm, 

loving, artistic, enterprising (in every sense). Still brimming 

with plans, so no time for geraniums (but plenty for you!). 

I read it over once more and then post it on the site. That’s one 

thing done. What now? Profile details. I sigh—it’s such a hassle. 
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Is this really the only way out for all those near-elderly folks 

who don’t ‘just’ meet anyone anymore? 

“Nope,” I tell myself, “it’s only the way for people who don’t 

have the patience. Shut up and get to work, strut the singles 

catwalk, girl!” 

When I look at the clock again, it’s eleven. Finally, almost 

done. Just need to upload a photo, and then it’s off to bed. 
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Chapter 29 
 

A letter can give you wings, yet also reveal the first crack in a 

dream not yet fulfilled. 

 

The next day I stare in disbelief at the unexpected flood of 

responses. From wows to smiley faces, sharing toast, cooking 

meals together, and more of that sort. What on earth did I 

radiate to attract so many replies? It can’t be my dazzling 

beauty, nor my youthful age. Then what? I forget an 

appointment and dive into the profiles. He isn’t there. Should I 

respond anyway? Not yet. 

At the end of the week, when the responses have slowed 

down, one message sets something in motion: 

 

Hello April, 

Your words transcend something. Your restlessness sends 

this message to you. Maybe I need to slow you down at 

times, but I’d also like to share that restlessness with you. 

Just hop in the car now for a weekend of walking, to get 

away… 

Attached is an image I recently created. You’ll see where 

my passion lies. Take a look at my profile? I’d love to hear 

what you think. 

Warm greetings, Thijs 

 

Now this is something different from “wow” and eating toast. I 

read the profile of a man who wants to pause with me, who 
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creates beautiful images. It’s as if I hear a whole row of 

dominoes tumble down. 

 

Good morning Thijs, 

Do you know the sound of falling dominoes? I read your 

profile and they all fell at once… 

I too need silence to let ideas appear. Nothing helps me 

more than a day alone in the mountains, ending up high 

above, gazing at peaks that have stood for centuries, 

seemingly unchanging. They give me strength and peace 

and recharge me… 

And that image of the feet—beautiful! In short, I’d love to 

continue our conversation. 

Warm regards, April 

 

Hope has caught me again and lends wings to my existence. 

After that, our emails fly back and forth. We write about 

mountains and snow, sailing across the North Sea, theater 

festivals, vulnerability and safety. Thijs sounds like a poet, but 

amid the flood of words, doubt begins to slip in. 

I reply playfully, admit I ran into my own limits, confess my 

longing to drown in intimacy, and ask if he also needs to look 

into someone’s eyes before moving forward. Then a short 

message arrives: “Did you read my second message?” 

What’s this now? Of course I did. Why? 

Three days of silence. No idea what I did wrong. To be safe, I 

send another message. I write about vulnerability, about my 

tendency to use strength where softness would serve me better, 

and about my hope for a great upheaval that will reveal what 

life is truly about. 

A day later he responds: he senses my longing for deeper 

contact, appreciates my openness, and suggests calling. 
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That evening I hear his voice. I feel like a small child. Thijs is 

skilled at getting people to talk and piercing through them—no 

surprise after a lifetime working in psychiatry. The next day I 

prefer to email again: 

 

Hi Thijs, 

Thinking back on our call, I’m left with a pleasant, 

curious feeling. You took charge of the conversation, 

which was refreshing for me. Maybe your professional 

background had something to do with it? Not unpleasant, 

I like people who dare to ask questions. 

One thing rang a bell, though: you said the talk left you 

tired. Did you give too much away? (…) On my side, I 

was surprised by my own insecurity. Clearly you pressed 

a button that brought that part of me forward. Not exactly 

the impression I wanted to leave, but perhaps it’s good 

that it surfaced. 

 

By now I’ve lost the energy to keep writing. A feeling of 

discouragement creeps in. I’ll send what I’ve written, but the 

energy is gone. 

And so the first round ends. My hopeful wings already feel a 

little clipped. 
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Chapter 30 
 

When the ground slips away beneath your feet, a hidden voice 

can light the way within. 

 

Dear Joy, 

I have been working on drafting the summons in the 

latest case but ran into several issues (see the 

attachments). Contrary to what I thought earlier, I’ve 

come to the conclusion that this case is not feasible. I 

deeply regret that I cannot proceed with this claim. 

If you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to call me. 

Kind regards, 

Arthur Rockwell 

 

It feels as if my world collapses. My body goes instantly on 

high alert; I had not seen this coming. My last chance at a life 

without financial worries seems to go up in smoke in a matter 

of seconds. Why on earth was I so generous with the money 

from the first case? It was wonderful to pay off bills and clear 

half my debts, but I should have taken better care of myself. 

Hands trembling, I open the attachments. Halfway through I 

already think: this isn’t right, everything is being twisted out of 

context. What should I do? How do I get out of this? Suddenly 

all my financial obligations loom before me like towering 

mountains: the rest of the debts, Sam’s tuition, and whatever 

else might still be laid on my plate. Calm down. First read 

everything carefully, then call Arthur. 
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That night I don’t sleep a wink. Sitting on the threshold of my 

balcony, despair wells up. Why, why all this misery? Will it never 

end? Where is Tithua, where is the abundance she promised if I 

followed her? I shut the door and break down in tears. 

“Where are you?” I cry. “I did what you asked—where are 

you?” 

Then it feels as if a dome of space is placed around me. 

“What can I do for you?” asks a gentle voice. 

Tithua! 

“Please help me, take away these financial worries. I can’t go 

on.” 

It is as if she shows me a film. I see it and understand: 

You think you need something from the outside, but you don’t. You 

already carry everything within you. Turn it around: assume that you 

can set the change in motion outwardly as well. We can support you, 

but we cannot remove what you yourself must do. Ask for earthly help 

from those who can give it. Don’t withdraw but step forward. Trust 

your impulses, they are sound and reliable. 

 

Two days later Anton and I sit on the train to Han Boering. For 

three long hours I barely say a word. Despite Tithua’s 

encouragement, I feel drained. 

 

Once at Han’s, I calm down as soon as I see the familiar string 

hanging from the mailbox. Inside, Anton marvels at the walls 

lined with books on the I Ching and China. Han brings tea, lays 

out the cards I have chosen, squints against the smoke of his 

cigarette, and then his face lights up. 

“May I use this spread for a class?” 

I hadn’t expected that. 

“First tell me why you’re so excited,” I say. 
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“This is almost the most perfect spread I have ever seen.” He 

explains: there is something in the file that can help your lawyer get 

the case moving again. The cards show that money comes from a 

situation in the past. Search your files carefully, without letting 

yourself get entangled emotionally. The path runs through Fullness 

→ Conflict → Decrease → Power of the Great → Nourishment → 

Increase → Inner Truth. In other words: you will have to work hard, 

but justice will prevail. Don’t give up, start tomorrow. 

 

On the way back I feel lighter. Anton, on the other hand, feels 

heavier, for Han has also consulted the I Ching for him. Waiting 

in the blood, was the phrase: an old danger lodged deep within 

him. He will need professional help; alone he won’t manage. 

Han stood up briskly, looked up a number, and pressed it into 

Anton’s hand. Call as soon as you get home, he said. I had never 

seen Han so decisive. And I felt relief: confirmation at last of 

what I had sensed all along. 

 

The next day my living room is littered with papers. I decide to 

read everything again systematically, hoping to see with fresh 

eyes. For days I slog through without result—until I find it: a 

small but devious remark by the opposing party’s medical 

adviser, which my lawyer had blindly gone along with. There 

lies the sting. I know insurance companies are masters at this 

game, shifting arguments into new contexts without scruple. 

Only persistence and experience can counter it. 

An hour later I send Arthur an email, rebutting every single 

argument from the other side. I put my trust in the idea that, as 

White Bull once said, not only human laws are at work in such 

matters, but also cosmic ones. 

I have done what I could. While my lawyer remains silent in 

the weeks that follow, I pick up the thread with Thijs again. 
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Chapter 31 
 

Something in me feels like a quiet gate: open or closed — 

sometimes only the soul hears the creak. 

 

Hi Joy, 

You say a relationship might not come at the right time. 

Too busy, and too caught up with men in suits, legal 

issues and digging up old things. People simply come 

and go. Maybe you need something else right now. I just 

came from a family constellation. It was about the soul 

level—someone recognized something in me. For me it 

confirmed that wanting more is okay—touch, getting to 

know someone, dancing together. You want to 

communicate; it was in our conversation. Now I want 

more than desire: I want contact, to care, to be involved. 

Yesterday I watched a dance film—two people started 

dancing again; why did we put that aside? I long for one 

steady relationship, a witness, someone who dances with 

you. You want to put energy into it; so do I. Call soon.  

Sending my love—sleep well. 

Thijs 

 

I am moved. Thijs sounds sincere. I want someone beside me to 

witness my life and to dance with, even if only in the living 

room. 

 

Dear Thijs, 
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What a lovely letter. I want to meet you! I’ll call you 

today, first I have some things to do. 

 

Silence. No contact. And also no word from Arthur. I cycle 

miles to stay calm. Then Thijs messages again: he’s had a tussle 

with drawings—holding everything in the air, not letting go. 

For him this is new; I am new. He proposes a Sunday walk 

halfway between our towns. He’ll call tonight. 

 

Meanwhile my life expands into too many activities; my mother 

has an accident and is hospitalized; I’m on call at odd hours. I 

realize I need more rest and am not ready for a relationship. 

 

Hi Thijs,  

Thanks for your message. I’ll stay in my town on Sunday, 

but you could come here; we could have coffee and picnic 

by the IJssel. 

If it’s too far, we postpone.  

Love, Joy 

 

His reply is warm but he doesn’t get in his car. My hope falters. 

I can’t pretend I have resources—bills pile up and I’m low on 

petrol; I choose honesty. 

 

Hello Joy, 

Of course I’d like to sit on a terrace in your lovely town, 

and yes, I’d like to walk in the heath. There is already 

contact between us—that’s enough for now. My day gets 

nicer if you wish me a good day. 

Thijs 
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At dawn I ride into the woods. In the silence I hear what’s true: 

someone will step in when the time is right; I must trust and 

wait, and meanwhile pace my work. That evening a calm 

settles. Then, quiet and unmistakable, an inner voice says: he is 

not the one. Not a failure, but a compass. 

 

Hi Thijs,  

Life makes strange jumps. Yesterday I cycled through the 

quiet and felt deep peace. Trust—this is what it’s about. 

I’m going to say goodbye. Strange, but it feels right. I 

wish you a beautiful life.  

With love,  

Joy 

 

Relief and disappointment swirl. He replies that he’s sorry—he 

wanted my reflections; he sensed already my withdrawal. 

 

I decide to take my profile down and make an appointment 

with a relationship coach. If I truly want someone who will 

commit, something in me must change—otherwise I will keep 

attracting those who won’t fully show up. I’ll retreat for a while 

and listen to myself again. 
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Chapter 32 
 

When love and fear intersect, the ego reveals its cleverest masks. 
 

“Is it an option for you to stay single?” 

“What! Absolutely not.” 

“I need to ask this question to see if you are truly willing to 

give everything to attract the right man. Because believe me, 

something in you is holding him back. And that’s what I want 

to explore with you in this session.” 

“Alright,” I say. “I’m really willing. Not that I can’t be 

alone—I actually can, very well—but there’s something in me 

that no longer comes alive. It makes me sad and also blocks my 

success. It feels as if work and love are inseparably connected.” 

“Let’s begin,” says Katja, my relationship coach. “Tell me 

chronologically who your partners have been, and don’t skip 

your teenage love. It doesn’t need to be detailed, but try to 

capture the essence.” 

I begin, and with each partner I feel sadder. When Katja then 

dissects the relationship with my parents, my mood sinks far 

below zero. 

“May I summarize your relationships in a few words, 

including the one with your parents?” 

“Go ahead.” 

“You’ve been abandoned all your life.” 

“No,” I say. “I was the one who left.” 

“No,” Katja replies firmly. “Before you left, you had already 

been abandoned emotionally. So what happens again and 

again? You attract men who cannot be trusted emotionally. 
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They’re not necessarily bad men, but emotionally they are 

unreliable.” 

“Explain that to me.” 

“You’ve done a lot of work on consciousness development 

and processing your traumas. But there’s something you can’t 

quite reach, something you have little grip on: the power of 

your ego.” 

“Oh,” I say, “I’m very aware of that. I train daily to stay 

master over my mind.” 

“The ego works through your head, your feelings speak 

through your body. There are two basic principles: love and 

fear. Love is boundless; fear sets limits. Fear is necessary, 

precisely because love is boundless. Imagine standing at the 

window on the sixth floor. The sky looks magnificent, you slide 

it open and want to take off and fly. Fear steps in and saves 

you. 

“Now what does the ego do? It is a creature of habit, clinging 

to what is familiar. For the ego, familiar territory feels safe, no 

matter how miserable it may be. So if it is accustomed to 

emotionally unsafe relationships, it keeps pulling you back 

there. You’re magnetic to it. Each time your attention goes to a 

man, your ego scans his emotional state. If he fits the old 

pattern, the light turns green and off you go again. Your last 

dating adventure was yet another textbook example of this. 

“I suggest you join a short program with a small group of 

women. There you’ll learn to recognize your ego’s tricks and 

turn them around. It’s four days spread over four months. In 

between, you’ll have phone calls with me and practice with a 

buddy. And I suspect that afterward you won’t have to wait 

long. You’ll attract the right man like a magnet.” 

“I’ll do it. I don’t want to waste any more time or energy.” 
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“One more thing,” says Katja. “That man with whom you 

feel a soul connection, the one you find so hard to let go of—he 

might be your ego’s greatest trick of all. It could be that your 

ego uses him to keep you alone—because that feels safest.” 

“I don’t know anymore. Time will tell.” 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting. 133 
 

 
 

Chapter 33 
 

Sometimes the universe whispers in the language of a bank 

statement. 
 

It might have made more sense to postpone Katja’s training 

until my finances looked a little brighter, and yet I had to do it 

now. I stare at the balances in my accounts and sigh: three 

weeks left. If nothing changes, Sam and I will live off what’s in 

the cupboards. Beans and more beans — not Sam’s favorite 

meals. Sam urgently needs new clothes, and I still have his 

tuition to pay. I’d rather not run through the rest of the 

mounting bills. 

 

At night I wake up repeatedly with one thought: what on earth 

must I do to get out of this? I nag Anton too much about it and 

he’s dealing with the same problems. Get a job? That would sap 

time from the projects that feed my heart. According to the Tao, 

things should flow when you’re on the right path — but my 

roof is leaking. Or do I follow the I Ching’s advice and take a 

small job to ease the worst, remain emotionally steady and trust 

the process? 

I take my calculator and make a list of expected costs and 

income. No matter how I turn it, I’m short a few hundred euros 

a month. Where do I get that money? Borrow? No way — I 

don’t do that anymore. Sell something of value? My car won’t 

fetch much, but it lets me reach the remote places where I hold 

ceremonies. Is it time to sell the gas guzzler anyway? Or would 

I cut off my own nose? Renting a car now and then is 
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something I tried before; I paid through the nose and wound up 

no better off. 

I’m so tired of this situation. What am I doing wrong? What 

trap keeps catching me? Can I influence it at all? Then it comes 

to me: the law of attraction. Come on, Joy — you don’t have to 

reinvent the wheel. 

Soon I’m almost drowning in information about that law. 

There are many creative folk who make their living teaching it. 

But the principle is simple: what you give attention to grows. 

Dreaming your desire sends a vibration; even if the world 

around you collapses, you attract the vibration you emit. What 

can disrupt that vibration is suffering — suffering is wanting 

without taking responsibility for your own well-being. 

Everyone is responsible for their thoughts, choices and actions. 

And important: care for yourself first. Only then can you be of 

service to others. Clear. That’s how it is. 

Another thought follows: White Bull said I walk around 

with a sign on my head that reads, “I have no time now, come 

back later.” He meant that I may keep fretting about the partner 

who hasn’t arrived, while at the same time I broadcast that I’m 

too busy, that I must get my affairs in order first, and that 

without a partner I’d be deeply unhappy. With that vibration I 

can wait forever. In other words, by working with the law of 

attraction I could solve two issues at once. If I can attract what I 

truly want, my ego no longer has to prove that scarcity is safer. 

What I seem to need to do is convince my ego that 

abundance won’t harm me and that a truly caring, loving man 

poses no threat. That single task appears to be where 

everything resists. My gaze drifts back to the list of account 

balances. Uncanny how those numbers feel safer than a future 

with many zeros. 
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Chapter 34 
 

Between love and fear, the heart struggles to stay on course. 
 

“Yes, but,” my Head begins, “when you’re standing at the 

bakery, you can’t pay for bread with a nice vibration.” 

I brace myself; my Head has taken up its positions, and I 

have no weapons to defeat her yet. Maybe war language isn’t 

the way to go. First, I need to be less tired—fatigue pulls the 

vibration down, and it needs to go up. That means planning my 

work differently and creating more space to relax, though I can 

hardly remember what that even feels like. On the table lies my 

agenda, packed with tasks. What do I really have to do? What’s 

this “have to”? What had the astrologer once told me? “You 

should scratch the word ‘must’ from your dictionary. The time 

of must and “have to” is over.” Maybe that’s where I should 

start. And then figure out what I truly love to do—and just as 

clearly, what no longer serves me. 

I curl up on the couch with a pot of tea, conjure a big bar of 

chocolate in my mind, and get to work. By late afternoon a light 

switches on: damn it, I almost fell into the trap again. Of course, 

at the bakery I have to deal with the situation as it is, but I can 

change the vibration that created this situation so that in the 

future I’ll stand at the counter with a full wallet. That’s what 

White Bull meant when I once asked him for advice about a 

confusing issue. I no longer recall his exact words, but the 

essence was this: every human being holds a potential of 

possibilities, like a vehicle. Desire is the compass that sets the 

direction. And there is always the actual situation you’re in—
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like standing at the bakery with an almost empty wallet. If you 

take all of these ingredients into account, you can truly manifest 

your dreams. But if you let the situation alone determine you, 

ignoring the other factors, you drift like a rudderless ship on a 

stormy sea and rarely reach the harbor of your longing. 

From White Bull my thoughts wander to other spirits who 

tried to guide me. Suddenly I feel a surge of energy, as if I can’t 

wait to put everything into practice. How is it possible that after 

so much guidance and so many profound experiences, I still 

don’t live my potential? Is this still the work of the ego—of fear 

hiding in the shadows? Have I failed to let the Devil do his job 

and bring forth the stepchild with all her talents? Am I really 

that afraid? 

I decide not to sit and brood endlessly but to take practical 

steps. In the texts I reread I always return to the same message: 

strengthen the life force that connects to the Source; raise the 

vibration of unconditional love and gratitude. If, instead of fear, 

I can hold gratitude and love in my heart, expand my life force 

with practice, and only do the work that brings me joy, then 

surely I can fulfill my desire. It’s a matter of staying the course 

and not letting fear snatch me away. Trust, Joy—trust, that’s 

what it’s all about. How often has Maria told me that? 

Then I think back to one of the most important experiences 

of my life: the tantra training, nine years ago. During the second 

weekend, on Saturday evening, we were to practice circular 

breathing in pairs. Jean, the only Belgian in our group, came to 

me in his sing-song Flemish and asked: “Zjoy, may I ask you to 

do the exercise with me tonight?” 

“But of course,” I answered in my best Flemish, “I will 

gladly be your partner for dees evening.” 

I see the beautifully decorated space again, hear the music, and 

feel nothing but love as I sit naked on Jean’s lap and we breathe 
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in circles for more than an hour. He breathes from his heart to 

his lingam and then to mine; I draw the energy up to my heart 

and send it back to his. We gaze into each other’s eyes, and 

there is no striving, no climax. Just endless breathing, until we 

are both floating in a bath of unconditional love. We remained 

like that all night, completely fulfilled. Through this memory I 

can still recall the feeling of love and gratitude—and hold onto 

it. 

Within a few days I shaped it all into a practice that works 

for me. I stand with my eyes closed, bring my attention to my 

heart, and draw a straight line down to the crystalline core of 

the Earth. Then a straight line upward to the divine spark—the 

eighth chakra, about fifty centimeters above my crown. I 

breathe from my heart to the Earth, draw her energy back, then 

send it upward and return it filled with cosmic light. Finally, I 

breathe from both poles into my heart and let unconditional 

love and gratitude fill my body. Incredibly, I actually feel the 

love flowing, and I sense how my body responds. How simple 

it is. 

But to think the suffering was over would be a mistake. 

Night after night I wake with a pounding heart, haunted by 

unpaid bills and the frighteningly low balances in my accounts. 

Before I know it, I’m job-hunting again, cooking up projects just 

to earn money. After an hour of panic, I remember what I 

should really do and return obediently to my practice. Peace is 

hard to find; inside, it’s a war. Two parties, both meaning well, 

yet one destroys while the other tries to heal. It feels as if I’m 

slowly being torn apart. 
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Chapter 35 
 

Between wonders and pitfalls, only a thin thread of trust 

remains. 
 

“Yesterday morning I put my car up for sale, and by the 

afternoon it was gone, for only slightly less than I asked. And 

this morning I got an email from the lottery saying I’d won 

€100. The visitor counter on my website is running overtime,” I 

tell Anton after finally reaching him. 

“Yuck—but congratulations,” says Anton. 

“It works, it really works!” 

“And how exactly do you pull that off?” 

“Dear Anton, here’s the recipe: one takes a morning practice, 

then trains oneself to preserve the feeling of unconditional love 

and avoids everything labeled ‘must.’ One lives only for what 

the heart longs for. Applying for jobs to earn money is out of 

the question; one devotes oneself solely to one’s joyful work.” 

“The pulpit has missed a worthy preacher. And how does 

your holiness deal with setbacks and chores that simply have to 

be done, like paying bills, cleaning the house, ironing trousers, 

cooking meals?” 

“Simple,” I say. “I enjoy those chores and think: if I don’t do 

them, life becomes less pleasant. I’ve stopped sighing and 

grumbling about those eternal household tasks. The holes in my 

sense of unconditional love shrink each day simply by shifting 

my perspective. I notice that whenever I focus on money and 

material things, my energy instantly drops. And if I have to 

deal with the muck of earthly matters, I take short breaks to 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting. 139 
 

recharge. That way I usually manage to stay out of the 

downward spiral.” 

“And where did you dig up those practices, if I may ask?” 

“Oh, from everywhere and nowhere. Among others from 

Tom Kenyon’s website. But you can find them in much more 

detail in his book The Hathor Material. I have it, you can borrow 

it.” 

“Maybe I should read it, because damn it, my bike has just 

been stolen. I was just thinking how smoothly life was going—

and wham, fate smacks me again.” 

“Your bike? How? Didn’t you put it in your shed?” 

“No, Ligteringen. I came home late and had to be at the physio 

at the crack of dawn. I thought it wasn’t worth the trouble to 

put it away.” 

“I wouldn’t have expected that of you,” I say. “So naïve.” 

 

I turn in bed and instantly I’m wide awake. The whole world 

spins; I can’t tell up from down. Alarmed, I sit up straight. 

Haven’t I had this before—when it turned out to be Lyme? No, 

not Lyme. This is lack of relaxation. And that’s something I 

need to learn fast. There, I hear it again—fast and need—in one 

sentence. That’s exactly how not to do it. But then how? 

Two people from my New Life group in Damanhur once 

spoke enthusiastically about a ten-day Vipassana. Could that be 

something for my poor nerves? I look it up: Vipassana means 

“seeing things as they really are.” A process of mental 

purification through self-observation. Purification—that’s the 

word that speaks to me. I search for a center. Soon I find one in 

Belgium. Perfect. Except: full. Full. Full. That can’t be! I need it 

now. I call them. And, as wonders go, a spot has just opened up 

for the very next retreat, and no one on the waiting list could 

take it. 
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“Would you like to register?” asks a friendly voice. 

“Yes, very much so,” I reply. 

“Isn’t that something for you as well?” I ask Anton. 

“I don’t even want to think about it,” says Anton. “Ten days 

of sitting and silence? My legs hurt just from the thought. You 

go ahead, alone.” 

“Damn it, Anton.” 

“But maybe you’d like to come to a tea ceremony with me 

first?” 

“Amazon tea?” 

“Mais bien sûr, my little Rabbit. A fresh pot just arrived from 

overseas. High time for another trip to Wonderland—in a tipi, 

no less.” 

“Nothing better, dear Alice,” I say. “I’m in desperate need of 

fresh air.” 

“Then I’ll arrange it.” 

“Gladly. But madre mia, when will I ever learn moderation? 

Katja, Vipassana, and now a tea ceremony—all practically back-

to-back…” 
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Chapter 36 
 

In the train window my shadow shows its triumphant face. 
 

It’s already twilight as I sit on the train home, the same thought 

coming back again and again: I’m not worth being loved. So I 

end up with partners who barely make an effort for me, who 

use me, deceive me, don’t care for me — yet won’t let go 

because I care for them, I’m loyal, and, damn it, I’m good in 

bed. Yuck, damn it! What a fantastic result of an afternoon of 

“design your love life.” I stare miserably at my reflection in the 

window. 

I’d spent the afternoon in a fancy room with six hopeless 

women and Katja, our trainer. Fortunately one woman turned 

out to be worse than the next: unwanted as a child, tyrannized 

by a manic-depressive mother, abused at school, left young, the 

result of a rape, Daddy’s plaything — yes, very appropriate 

company. 

“If you get the message you’re not wanted, if no one factored 

you in, or you were used,” Katja began after introductions, “a 

small child concludes: I’m worthless. That’s the basic thought 

with which the ego operates for the rest of your life. The ego 

lives in the past; the familiar feels safe, however painful. So it 

keeps attracting the familiar. No one in this room ever received 

the message that they were worth the trouble — otherwise you 

wouldn’t be here. Your Self is all love and knows no limits, like 

a newborn baby. Until the moment it learns it may not be 

wholly itself — then the ego forms. That colors much of your 

life, because the ego is far more powerful than love. If you put it 
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in percentages, fear (ego) takes up the largest share. To change 

anything you must learn your beliefs and patterns and retrain 

them.  

Name your fears, bring them into the light, and you may 

discover hidden powers and talents. Train your ego: give it the 

experiences you do want, and it will attract a different kind of 

partner. It will cost you; you will have to do assignments that 

scare you. But know this: it works. I have walked this path and 

trained myself for years — truly, it works. It worked in my life 

and in the lives of those who came before you. Trust. Lean on 

my experience until you can do it yourself. Let it guide you. 

Allow yourself other experiences, and be happy in love.” 

The train rumbles on and evening deepens. I thought I’d 

processed what happened to me as a baby — but this afternoon 

I found the Devil waiting in the deep dark of myself: he sprang 

out of his box, roaring with laughter, rising in my reflection and 

shouting, “Didn’t I tell you? I’m the boss!” Furious, I look the 

Devil in his nasty, mocking eyes and snap: “If you think you’re 

the boss, you don’t know me. If you think I’m afraid, you’re in 

for a surprise — I only didn’t see you, that’s why you could 

keep pretending. Too bad for you I went to that training.”  

The Devil doesn’t look impressed; he laughs triumphantly, 

unaware I’ve pulled out a saw and am almost through the first 

leg of his throne. 

 

At home I mull it over. All my partners parade past again; they 

fit that afternoon’s pattern to a tee. Max even appears — never 

technically my partner in this life, but present in my soul-

travels. Surely his ego played the same game: a decent man, but 

the ego knows how to keep things safe. Perhaps the Devil 

disguised himself as a voice from the spirit: belittle her a little, 

use words like spirit, whispers, knowing, compare her to a 
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beggar, then finish with “Be a divine fool, Joy, and only do 

what’s necessary. Good luck to you.” The Devil in Max 

chuckles: perfectly arranged — my protégé is safe and I have 

peace again. 

My god, Joy — how thoroughly you were fooled. Cheeks 

burning, I look back over my actions and sort out what came 

from where. The messages from the spirit world were real; my 

execution was staged by my ego. In my behavior I had 

opportunities to prevent a relationship from igniting. What a 

lesson. 
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Chapter 37 
 

What is so important that it is worth a war? 
 

The tobacco juice shoots to the back of my skull within a 

second. My brain is on fire. I collapse from the pain. Miguel is 

already standing in front of me with a large glass of ayahuasca. 

I take it, drink it down in one gulp, shiver, and then receive a 

glass of water with piri-piri. I’ve never had it before, but the 

taste is surprisingly mild. I sit down again and stare into the 

flames. Silence. Outside, the leaves rustle, and now and then an 

acorn falls on the tipi: plop, plop. We sit packed tightly in a 

circle around the fire, waiting for whatever the ayahuasca will 

bring. 

Then comes the first signal. I recognize the figures and 

colors. The fire takes on a beautiful purple aura, and in the 

flames I suddenly see an African king on his throne. An old 

man, dressed in an orange tunic with a brown geometric 

pattern. Around his head is a cloth wrapped into a pointed 

shape. His gaze is firm on me. I don’t understand what he 

expects. My throat swells, a lump blocks my windpipe. Again! I 

swallow, but immediately another one forms. Coughing and 

scraping, I try to clear my throat, in vain. The king just watches, 

his wrinkled face revealing nothing. 

Then she emerges from my head: a vicious-looking woman, 

her face twisted in a grin, green flames leaping from her body. 

In her hands she holds something she keeps hurling at me. She 

is the ruler of my throat, the mistress of what I may speak. She 

seems untouchable. Laughing, she throws her filth at me. I spit 
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and vomit it out, yet she continues relentlessly. If my voice is 

silenced, then something must not be spoken. What is it? 

It must be about what I can do, not what I already did. Of 

course—working with Tithua. That is what matters, that is 

what she fears. I turn to the king again. One thing is certain: this 

is ancient, not from this lifetime. His attire suggests southern 

Africa, yet I recall no past life there. Still, I feel I have fought 

this woman before—and lost. 

This war is about fear and oppression. Then it strikes me: 

love is the medicine. She cannot endure love, cannot bear light. 

I recall my daily practice: filling my heart with unconditional 

love and gratitude. Gratitude that even this ancient poison may 

be transformed. 

Miguel reaches me. He sprinkles me with aqua di flores, 

brushes a bundle of branches across my head where the woman 

has her kingdom. For a moment he places his hands over my 

eyes, as if to rest them, then moves on to Anton. I see Anton 

barely noticing. He swats as if shooing away a fly, Miguel 

chuckles and walks on. Anton slumps forward again, his 

sweaty hair hanging in strands. All his usual dignity is gone. 

He has spent most of the night burping and vomiting, 

sometimes even lashing out at his neighbor. It is hard to watch. 

When the third round begins, I drink again. Anton doesn’t 

even realize a new round has started. Should I remind him? A 

voice says: “No. That is his responsibility. Don’t let yourself be 

distracted. Your ego always wants to help others so you won’t 

face your own work. Limit yourself to what you are responsible 

for.” 

Clear enough. I return to the king and the woman. Perhaps 

my ego—or the woman—tried to distract me, for imagine what 

would happen if I truly became whole. Everything would 

change. 
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As dawn approaches, the king dissolves into the flames and the 

woman is only a shadow of her former self. My throat feels 

clear, but I know I am not finished. One last round of tobacco 

juice. “Sacred tobacco helps you manifest your intentions,” I 

hear. I snort it, swallow what trickles into my throat, and vomit 

out the very last of her. Just before she finally lets go, the 

woman hurls something at me. I instantly know she has 

triggered a virus, and I can do nothing about it now. Then I lie 

down, close my eyes, and fall asleep. 
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Chapter 38 
 

Taming an elephant is no small thing. 
 

“You have all taken the vow to abstain from killing any living 

being, from stealing, from speaking lies, from sexual 

misconduct, and from taking any form of intoxicant. In 

addition, you have promised to walk the noble path of silence 

for the next nine days, to avoid contact with the opposite sex 

and with the outside world.” 

I watch, fascinated, as Goenka addresses us via video on this 

first evening. I’m sitting on a meditation cushion at the very 

back of the large Dhamma hall of the Vipassana Center in 

Belgium, looking at nearly a hundred other people. 

“Nothing is more difficult than refraining from what you are 

attached to… You are here as students and have declared your 

willingness to submit to a ten-day training in order to stop the 

wheel that keeps you trapped, so you can escape misery and 

create a life of peace and harmony.” He pauses, lets his gaze 

travel slowly across the room, and continues: “Everyone seeks 

peace and harmony. We become restless and pass it on to 

others. To be freed from restlessness we must know its cause. 

Whenever we develop an impurity in the mind, we inevitably 

become restless; a mental pollution cannot coexist with peace. 

Unwanted things happen, wanted things don’t, and we react. 

That reaction pattern puts the entire structure of body and 

mind under tension. Life becomes one big misery.” 

Goenka’s voice is hypnotic; I grow sleepy and must repeatedly 

call myself back to order. 
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“Things constantly occur that go against our wishes. How do 

we stop reacting blindly? When anger arises, it overwhelms us; 

later we feel remorse, yet the next time we react the same. Mere 

remorse doesn’t help: the impurity begins deep in the 

subconscious and by the time it reaches consciousness it is 

already too strong to observe.” 

Dear Goenka, I think, I don’t fully agree. As if we’re doomed 

to run in circles. I truly see people change — myself included. I 

only wish it would go faster, and with a clear method. That’s 

why I’m here. 

“About 2,500 years ago, Gautama the Buddha realized the 

ultimate truth,” he continues. “Whenever an impurity arises in 

the mind, two things happen in the body: the breath loses its 

normal rhythm — easy to observe — and, on a subtler level, a 

biochemical reaction creates a sensation. That is the key: with 

practice, impurities gradually dissolve and the mind remains 

equanimous. A pure mind is filled with love, compassion, joy, 

and equanimity. Directly experiencing the truth about 

ourselves — that is Vipassana: observing things as they really 

are.” 

The hall is completely silent; everyone listens, breathless. I 

pick up the thread again. 

“All you need to do is train your brain. You would never 

release a wild elephant into your beautiful garden. Certainly 

not a bull elephant — it could cost you your life! An elephant is 

trained with patience and total acceptance of mistakes: again 

and again you lead it to where you need it to work. Regard 

your brain as such an elephant: honor its strength, and know 

that with much patience you will gain a powerful servant for 

life.” 

Suddenly a huge elephant appears before my inner eyes — a 

lady. She looks at me with shrewd little eyes, shakes her head, 
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reaches out her trunk toward my head, sniffs, brushes my hair, 

then turns away. Her tail flicks my nose as she lumbers off. Her 

name is Gertrude. Fascinated, I follow her into the jungle. 

After three days I am brimming with enthusiasm: it’s going 

so well! Gertrude, miraculously, allows herself to be led, and 

silence is a blessing: no need to fill pauses, to reassure anyone, 

to invent diplomatic answers. I love noble silence. Who would 

have thought. Until the fourth night. 

Nine p.m. My roommate turns off the light. Outside, a storm 

rages; rain lashes the windows. There is no better place to be 

than in my bed — yet I cannot sleep. Time passes, and I remain 

wide awake. It feels as if I’ve forgotten how to fall asleep. In my 

head I try to “upload” a new program; I don’t remember how. I 

“search” everywhere but find nothing. Sweat breaks out, panic 

rises. Then I realize where I am; I hear my roommate’s calm 

breathing. It soothes me. Is this the result of Vipassana? Am I 

not capable? Or is Gertrude more in charge than I thought? 

Calm down. I look outside, tiptoe to the bathroom. As soon as 

the door is shut I turn on the light — and there is a large 

silverfish, motionless except for its feelers. I have little patience 

with cockroaches, silverfish, or mosquitoes; automatically I 

grab a towel. Then I remember my vow not to kill any living 

being. “Lucky you,” I mutter. I hang the towel back, drink some 

water, and slip into bed. 

After a short night I’m back on my cushion at 4:30 a.m. I 

observe the breath at the very tip of my nostrils. Cool air in, 

warm air out. In, out. Gertrude has had enough and drags me 

across half the world. Stop, Gertrude. She halts. Back to the 

nose. Within seconds she has me again. Idea after idea tumbles 

in about how to make my work more attractive. Stop! And so it 

goes all morning. My courage sinks. “I can’t do this… I don’t 

know elephants.” Nonsense. If tens of thousands can learn, so 
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can I. Perseverance, patience, trust, dedication — surrendering 

to guidance: just do what needs to be done now. My nose starts 

itching — of course during the hour of absolute stillness. Damn. 

Just one scratch? No: annithã, annithã — endure, train the 

mind. One swipe then? No. Everything changes by itself. Now 

it itches somewhere else. Torture. Don’t be dramatic, 

Ligteringen. I give in and scratch. Relief — and instant regret. 

Breathe in, breathe out. Annithã, annithã. 

 

In the afternoon we learn the actual Vipassana technique: the 

body scan. Hour after hour I sweep through each part of the 

body. Cold, hard, dull, blind — what does the label matter; my 

attention allows stored reactions to dissolve. How long is “a 

few minutes”? I no longer know. Counting? No, then I’m not 

focused. 

That evening Goenka explains: “If you want a fire to die, 

don’t throw more wood on it. Don’t feed negative beliefs; 

simply observe without judgment. Annithã, annithã, annithã — 

nothing remains the same. Observe with equanimity.” His voice 

is calm and magnetic; I can go on for hours. Spot after spot I 

give attention, resisting itches and the urge to move. 

Day six. Before dawn I am on my cushion again, but 

concentration eludes me. With Gertrude no progress can be 

made; she chases me to every corner — or dives into the jungle. 

Jungle? A light goes on: my brain is a jungle — impenetrable. I 

must clear paths, let light in, place signposts. I take up the reins 

and begin. Soon memories from long ago surface, followed by 

emotions. I thought I had processed my first divorce — not at 

all. A huge grief rises: the loss of my family, of an old dream, of 

Freek who was nothing like the caring husband I had imagined 

— followed by other disillusionments. Wave after wave washes 
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over me. Where does it come from? From myself, from the 

catacombs, filled with rampant thoughts. 

“It is quite normal that these things come up,” my teacher 

reassures me. “Let them. Observe. The more that surfaces, the 

better.” 

So I let it come and relive a stream of events, trying not to 

attach new emotions. 

On the seventh day Gertrude gives up: with a thud she plops 

her big ass on my head and crushes me. I bend forward, crawl 

onto my knees, my head a thousand kilos. I stumble outside, 

put on my coat and boots, and walk to the small women’s 

garden. Wind, rustling leaves, silence. Sitting backwards on a 

bench, I rest my heavy head on the backrest. I stay there the rest 

of the morning. 

 

“You have five friends on the path of Dhamma: faith and 

devotion as a pair; then effort, awareness, perseverance, and 

wisdom. Use them with the understanding of annithã, in 

constant equanimity, and they will lead you to peace and 

harmony.” 

Gertrude and I learn to work together. Her escapades lessen; 

sometimes I manage an hour without an unasked-for world 

tour. She even leads me to a major insight: the restlessness in 

my body — the restless legs syndrome — is nothing but a 

massive imbalance between load and capacity. My legs seem to 

force me out of unwanted situations. I recall a question asked 

during a soul journey: “What does your body say when your 

legs are so restless?” My answer then: “They tell me I want to 

get away from here.” Now I understand: my body signals that 

the burden I put on myself is too heavy. Aha — then surely I 

can quit those awful medicines? 
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“No,” says the teacher during Q&A. “That would be far too 

heavy a task and runs counter to Vipassana: be patient, work 

step by step toward a more fulfilling life. Have compassion — 

first for yourself. Learning this technique already asks so much. 

The day will come when you can leave the medication behind, 

but not yet. Trust.” 

On the eleventh day I receive my phone and wallet back. The 

gate opens, and nearly a hundred of us step out into the world 

again. 

 

From now on I am “supposed” to meditate two hours a day, 

one in the morning and one in the evening. I knew beforehand I 

wouldn’t manage that; it doesn’t suit me. Still, I want to hold on 

to something, so I sit twice a day to turn inward and observe 

myself. This brings me to hidden emotions, including around 

my divorce from Freek.  

One day, sitting on my cushion, I grow restless; I get up, 

walk around my apartment, and look out the window. The 

coziness of my neighbors’ family hits me hard. Do I miss Freek? 

After twenty-seven years, do I regret my decision? No. But I do 

miss the warmth and safety of a family. Belgium has stirred 

something. Tears well up. I sit again. 

 

The next day I open my email — panic. 

 

Dear Joy, 

The opposing party has requested another two-week 

extension; they are in discussions with their insured. 

Please see the attached scanned letter. 

So a little more patience. 

Regards, 

Arthur 
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Unpaid bills dance before my eyes, bank balances loom, Sam’s 

tuition, the hole in my T-shirt. Annithã, annithã. This must 

serve a purpose; I have attracted it. Calm. What am I 

broadcasting that the flow which seemed to start has stalled 

again? All those memories and emotions have clearly colored 

my signal — plus the human tendency to fall back into old 

patterns. The law of attraction asks that you already feel what 

you wish for — but I am steeped in the past. Right: back to 

square one. How do I process the past and at the same time feel 

the life I want? Is that even possible? I go over the Vipassana 

instructions and read Abraham Hicks, a new source of 

inspiration. Where do they meet? In not being swept away by 

events and emotions. Thanks to Arthur, who unintentionally 

created the perfect opportunity for me to master my reactions 

to the outside world. 

Taming an elephant is no small thing. 
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Chapter 39 
 

No wonder I couldn’t get the words out to ask Max for help. 
 

“Dig into your memories and look at your life through the 

model of how identity is formed.” 

Together with the other women I listen to Katja’s new 

instructions. We’ve started the second module. 

“Use the three questions on page eleven to identify the three 

main roles you’ve played in your life.” 

I read the questions and my mind goes blank. Question one: 

find an event around the age of five that gave you the feeling 

something was wrong. No idea — so much was wrong. I see 

everyone writing busily, but inside me there is only darkness. I 

sigh, glance around again, and finally ask: “Katja, I have no 

idea. I think I felt that much earlier — does that count?” 

“If you can’t find the event, then turn it around and see if 

you can identify some clear roles.” 

But no matter what I try, everything remains blank — except 

for one role: the rescuer. 

“I recognize that in you immediately,” says Katja. “Now for 

the others. Ladies, any roles you recognize in Joy?” 

All eyes turn toward me.  

“You come across as tough,” someone says. Katja nods: 

“Perhaps because you don’t want to show vulnerability?” 

“Exactly,” I reply. “Right on target. Surprising I didn’t come 

up with it myself.” 

“That’s number two. Any more?” 

Silence. 
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“You sometimes sound very strict,” Katja says. “Are you 

strict with yourself?” 

“Oh yes. Compared to me, even a judge is mildness itself.” 

“So you’re also a perfectionist with a powerful inner critic. 

Can you recall when that role began?” 

“Without hesitation: during my marriage with Mahmood. 

He didn’t take the truth seriously, persuaded people into doing 

things that weren’t right. And the personal-injury case 

amplified it enormously. Since then I’ve left nothing to chance. 

I’ll do anything to avoid ending up in another unwanted 

situation.” 

“Yes, yes,” Katja replies. “As a result of such an attitude, 

you’ve surely found yourself regularly in unwanted situations.” 

“Mamma mia, my soul is about to be laid bare here!” 

“And that is exactly the point,” Katja smiles. “But that will 

come especially in the next module.” 

I look at my list: the tough one, the rescuer (also a pleaser), 

and the perfectionist. No wonder I couldn’t get the words out to 

ask Max for help. I can do it all myself, no one can do it better, 

and if I’m alone at least nothing can go wrong. The loneliness 

oozes from it. 

“Next question, ladies: which role have you used most in 

relationships, especially love relationships?” 

No need to think long: the rescuer. Husband sad or insecure? 

Here comes Joy with the first-aid kit. And if anyone brought 

that role in me to full bloom, it was Mahmood. I can still hear 

his voice: 

“Joycie, I’m sure I won’t see my son grow up, I’m sure 

that…” Every day his portion of self-fulfilling prophecy poured 

down on me. It struck my rescuer’s heart, melted me with love 

for poor Mahmood. Even when I was utterly exhausted and 

weighed only ninety-nine pounds, I picked myself up again 



156 
 

and again to save him from his grief and financial disasters, 

until there was nothing left of me. Not that it made any 

difference — Mahmood let himself slide slowly but surely into 

the abyss, dragging everyone and everything around him 

along. To this day I’m still climbing out of that deep ravine. 

“Which of your parents had this role?” 

I startle from my thoughts. That one’s easy: my father, of 

course — convinced the world would collapse without him. He 

regularly gave us all a fright with his shouting: “Watch out! Be 

careful! If you don’t do this or that… then…!” With my father 

around, no one was ever at risk — except of being startled half 

to death. He insured us from cradle to grave for everything an 

insurance company could possibly think of, showed up 

immediately whenever something happened, or he thought it 

did, and always took over if something needed to be arranged. 

To my astonishment, after his death it turned out he had 

taken out a funeral insurance for me and even insured my car a 

second time. No wonder I had a car accident. And quite a 

wonder that I survived it. 

“What has your dominant role brought you in love 

relationships so far?” 

Weak men, I think instantly. 

“Which parent do these men resemble?” 

Damn — my mother. No, my father too! Freek resembled my 

mother the most, Mahmood my father, though he had my 

mother’s manipulative talents. Looking back, my father was 

also ruled by fear, just expressed differently than my mother. 

My father was forced by her dependence to be the one who 

decided what had to be done. But fear drove his choices. 

“What needs of yours did your partners not fulfill?” 
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They didn’t really love me, weren’t caring, didn’t support me 

when I needed it. It’s unbelievable how seamlessly the men fit 

the pattern of my parents — and how blind I was to it. 

“What did you do to provide for your needs anyway?” 

Pleasing? Complaining? Nagging, whining? Ugh. 

“What did you want from your partner that you couldn’t 

give yourself?” 

No idea. I picture my ex-partners. Truly no idea. I wasn’t 

perfect, but I was caring, attentive, I listened, I was faithful — 

what didn’t I give? It must be something I never had or never 

received myself. Then it dawns on me: love. Real love, 

unconditional love. The wound and the key are the same — 

didn’t I see that written on my wall in Italy? 

“What has hurt you the most in your relationships?” 

This stings. I instantly remember two dreadful incidents 

with Freek. I see his face again when he walked into my 

hospital room with a red rose after Rea’s birth — knowing he 

had spent the night with another woman. The second: when he 

told friends he had been deeply ashamed of my stubborn 

behavior during Katharina’s birth — which ultimately led to 

my decision to divorce him. Then my memory sweeps me to 

Mahmood: betrayal and deceit, over and over. 

“What agreement have you made with yourself that now 

keeps you from loving fully?” 

That this will never happen to me again. And perhaps that I 

cannot trust a man who wants me — because something must 

be wrong with him. 

“What do you do to keep that agreement?” 

I distrust every man who comes into my life and go 

searching for proof that something is wrong with him. 

“What have you managed to keep hidden in your love 

relationships?” 
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My vulnerability. My need for real love, to be truly known, and 

my longing to sometimes lean fully on another in trust. 

“And finally: which role appears least in your single life but 

shows up instantly once you enter a relationship?” 

The rescuer, of course. Though to be fair: it has shrunk. My 

urge to rescue is down to a minimum. But I know it can be 

triggered if I were to attract the old kind again. 

“You know: the next module is the trial by fire. Then it will 

show whether you are truly willing to let go of old patterns and 

welcome the new. For that we use the authentic conversation. 

We will park the ego so we can reach the Self — the essence, 

who you truly are. The ego will resist fiercely and do 

everything to stop you, for once authenticity arrives the ego is 

finished. It must allow you to enter unknown, and therefore 

‘dangerous,’ territory. And it won’t give up easily. It also means 

taking full responsibility for who you really are. So we will 

practice authentic communication: thinking and acting from 

infinite possibilities instead of the limited known terrain where 

everything is already fixed. Afterwards, you will also take 

responsibility for having such authentic conversations with 

those with whom you play hide-and-seek, or to whom you 

want to say something you never dared before out of fear of 

loss. If it’s truly impossible for any reason, you can use your 

buddy or me as a stand-in. But you must do it — to truly 

become free, and to clear the way for real love in your life. Real 

love cannot come unless the way is cleared. I want to 

emphasize this — let it sink in!” 

With a shock I realize with whom I will no doubt have to 

have such a conversation. No, impossible! Yet I will have to. 

But I’d rather do it right away.  

Katja sees my face and says: “If anyone feels the urge to do it 

immediately just to get it over with, I strongly advise against it. 
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You must first learn how it works, and see through the ego’s 

tricks to the core — only then will you truly be authentic in 

what you say.” 
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Chapter 40 
 

Don’t be so harsh. 
 

Furious, I slam down the phone. Without consulting me, 

Arthur has once again granted the other party more time. I’m 

even angrier at myself, for I reacted emotionally. 

“No,” I had shouted, “I can’t do this anymore, I’m at the end of 

my rope.” 

Where was annithã, where was my equanimity? Gertrude 

had me in a triple headlock and dragged me mercilessly into 

the jungle. Don’t be so harsh, have patience, you noticed it right 

away. Yes, but this way I’ve crossed the law of attraction. I’ve 

surely sent the wrong vibrations into the universe. Then send 

new ones, my clever mind suggests. Brooding over who I really 

am and what is truly real, I let the rest of the day drift past. 

Maybe I have two egos: an old one and a newly born, wiser 

piece. Like a woman with two heads. You could join the circus 

and finally earn some money. I shake my head, get up, and start 

cleaning the house — the best remedy against unstoppable 

negative thoughts. 

 

In the middle of the night I wake up drenched in sweat. In my 

nightmare I was sitting on a garbage dump, eating leftovers of 

rotten food. Almost gagging, I get up and instantly think of my 

bank balance, my unpaid bills, the people I promised would be 

paid by the end of the month. What if the other party refuses 

and wants to take it to court — something Arthur had already 

said, “I won’t even start, the chance of winning is far too small”? 
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What if… damn, stop! That’s not how the law of attraction 

works. You must feel constant love and gratitude to send out 

the right vibrations. I walk to the kitchen, make myself a warm 

drink, then sit on my meditation cushion: breathe in, breathe 

out, breathe in, breathe out. Plan B. I need a plan B to regain my 

peace of mind. Stop. Breathe in, breathe out. Plan B, I need a 

plan B. Breathe in, breathe out, annithã, annithã. Then, as if 

from nowhere, a perfect plan B arises and calm returns. 

 

“Explain again how the law of attraction works,” Anton asks 

the next day. 

“Simple. You attract your own convictions through what 

you radiate. You can say anything, but if inside you hold a 

different belief, that’s what will manifest. You can’t manipulate 

your vibrations with words, visualizations, or plans if they 

don’t match what you truly feel. Look at what shows up in your 

current life, and you instantly know your true inner 

convictions. Of course, here on Earth it takes a while before 

something actually shows up in matter, because…” 

“Hold on, Ligteringen, what exactly do you mean?” 

“Take me. I really am changing, but inside it still looks a bit 

chaotic. I can’t quite stay aligned with the life I want, because 

too much fear has lived in me. Or rather: remnants of fear 

remain, blocking what I try to radiate and manifest. But real 

change is underway. Take…” 

“Wait, wait, let’s stick to the law itself, otherwise I’ll lose the 

thread. You mean what manifests in the outer world is your 

own inner conviction, regardless of what you say?” 

“Exactly. And I’ve discovered you mustn’t force it. What I 

did was translate my desired convictions directly into material 

form; I visualized them. But that’s forcing, and the universe 

can’t be forced.” 
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“Concrete example, please.” 

“My finances are still the perfect training ground. For 

instance, I visualized the other party agreeing to Arthur’s 

proposal. I saw the amount already in my bank account. But 

who says it has to happen that way? Maybe there’s a better, 

more fitting outcome for what I wish for myself. By visualizing 

so strongly, I was trying to control the outcome and might 

actually block a situation that would serve me better. In fact, I 

was sending the universe the message that I didn’t trust the law 

of attraction and wanted to stay in charge myself. That might 

even be the cause of all these delays. So now I try to truly leave 

it to the universe, respond from feeling, and not invent 

strategies just to keep fear at bay. A few days ago I came up 

with a plan B, but even that I must let go of, trusting the matter 

will resolve in the way that serves the highest in me.” 

“I don’t know if I can do that,” Anton says. “I can’t imagine 

what it’s like not to have money worries. And I believe 

everything extra I earn must go straight to paying off my debt 

— now that I’m sixty-five.” 

“See? That way you block the help the universe could give 

you. You think you know better than Nature herself, my dear 

Alice. Your trust is the size of a pea.” 

“But at least this way I feel in control.” 

“Control is a limited space — it shuts out other possibilities.” 

“Yes, but it also shuts out risks.” 

“Come on, Anton. You work with spirits, you work as a 

medium, yet you don’t trust the universe where all those beings 

reside that you’re working with! No wonder clients don’t come; 

you’re sending confusing signals. You’re not living your own 

gospel.” 

Anton falls silent. Instantly I feel uneasy; confronting another 

feels like confronting myself, even when I know I’m right. 
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“Suppose you’re right,” he continues, “how can I change my 

convictions if they manifest in me so stubbornly?” 

“That’s a tough job. You have to redirect your thoughts every 

minute when they drag you toward fear again. You must carve 

new pathways in your brain — I think in the cortex or 

neocortex, whatever. And the advice of the Hathors can help. 

They work with four pillars to create a strong foundation in 

life.” 

“Go on then, Ligteringen, pour your knowledge over me 

once more.” 

“The first pillar is your relationship with your physical body 

and your subtler bodies: they must be full of energy. What you 

eat should nourish your body, and your spiritual food should 

nourish your subtler bodies. 

The second pillar is your relationship with yourself and with 

others. You must truly know yourself, be honest about your 

needs and desires, and be able to communicate them. That takes 

life experience and self-reflection. Funny, isn’t it, that this is 

exactly what I’m working on now in Katja’s training? 

“So synchronicity works in your life.” 

“Yes, I think so. And it’s wonderful to notice.” 

“Go on, before you drag me halfway around the world 

again.” 

“Oh yes. The third pillar concerns how you spend your time 

on Earth: your work and your service to others. Well Anton, 

that’s fine with you; I’ve rarely met a more service-oriented 

person.” 

“I enjoy what I do.” 

“Then it’s even better. The only thing that doesn’t add up is 

that you have so few clients. But let me mention the fourth 

pillar first: your relationship with the elements — air, water, 

fire, and earth. The Hathors call them sacred because 
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everything on Earth, including your body, is made from them. 

Without them, nothing would exist. And each is connected with 

consciousness: air is your breath, the wind, your mind and 

common sense. Earth is what supports and shapes you, but also 

the here and now. Water flows through your body and over the 

Earth, representing feelings and emotions. Fire gives warmth, 

power, and passion, and helps transform what must be 

transformed. By feeling gratitude for them — for the life you’ve 

been given — you honor them and avoid misusing them on 

Earth. These elements serve all life. That’s it about the law of 

attraction.” 

“I find it fascinating and want to hear more about how you’ll 

apply this law of attraction. Most of all whether you’ll succeed 

in escaping your financial stranglehold — because then maybe 

there’s hope for me too. I must go now, but would you like to 

come eat at my place tomorrow? My whole day is nothing but 

cleaning, laundry, ironing, shopping. Cooking can be added.” 

“You’ll cook for me? What an honor! But let me first finish 

my story. I’ve come up with a mantra for when I wake up with 

disaster scenarios in my head: bailiffs pounding on my door, 

myself sitting at debt relief, or queuing for food stamps. Then I 

remind myself that suffering is nothing more than wanting 

something I cannot receive. And I repeat many times: For 

everything I desire, the universe can find a way to make it happen, as 

long as it stays within the context of joyful wishes. Because the 

universe is based on joy.” 

“You’re worse than me with your disaster scenarios. I earn 

euro by euro and dutifully pay it onto my debit account — that 

way I stay calm.” 

“Is that any better? I think we both need to learn to dream 

again. Somewhere along the way we were so tested and 

disappointed that we no longer dare. Let’s start reminding each 
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other daily how good we are at creating. Because that’s what 

everyone does, every minute. Look around: all this I created. I 

thought I wasn’t accomplishing anything, but this is the result 

of my beliefs. Because I was on autopilot, what you now see is 

the outcome of my ego’s limiting convictions. What I — and 

you too — must do now is switch off that autopilot and sit 

behind the wheel ourselves. Wait, let me read you something 

that can help us: Through the universal law of attraction, you attract 

the essence of whatever you give your attention to — whether it’s 

something you want or something you don’t want. You can know 

whether you truly want it or not by observing your emotions. How 

does what you attract — what you create — feel? Does it bring joy, or 

not? Where is your attention focused? 

I’m going to nag you with this every day. Please nag me too 

— between earning all those euros.” 

“We’ll see. And now I really have to go.” 
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Chapter 41 
 

Between grandmothers and stars, I seek the path that only my 

soul can reveal. 
 

“Delicious, Anton, I didn’t know you could cook this well. But 

now, I have a question for you: what’s the deal with mediums 

and clairvoyants? What really happens when they meet a 

client?” 

Anton wipes his mouth with a napkin and begins: “Let’s 

start with clairvoyants. The word paragnost means knowing the 

paranormal, but I’m sure you already knew that. A clairvoyant 

often doesn’t know where the information comes from — 

maybe from the energy surrounding a person, maybe from 

their guide, or from a deceased soul seizing the opportunity to 

pass on a message. To receive that information, a clairvoyant 

must be clairsentient, clairaudient, claircognizant, or — most 

often — clairvoyant. People consult clairvoyants mainly to gain 

insight into a complex situation or to sense the direction life is 

about to take.  

In England, by law, a clairvoyant is not allowed to predict 

the future as if it were a fixed fact — because it isn’t fixed. Here 

in the Netherlands, and elsewhere of course, that still happens 

far too often. What both Maria and Emma told you would not 

be permitted in England, though that doesn’t mean it doesn’t 

happen. You experienced firsthand what such predictions can 

do to you. In my eyes, it’s completely wrong. A clairvoyant 

should provide insights that support someone in life. Predicting 

the future influences it, because what do you do? You start 
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living toward it, which changes what was about to manifest — 

your attention shifts and your behavior follows. It’s insane, but 

that’s how it works when someone predicts your future.  

The only thing you’re really allowed to do is sketch what 

seems to be about to manifest. That gives the person a choice: to 

continue on the current path or to shift course. And I also 

believe that anyone with little life experience cannot work as a 

clairvoyant. They lack a frame of reference, even if they are 

gifted and make spectacular and accurate statements. 

Mediums are simply intermediaries between the earthly and 

the spirit world, whatever form that takes. Mediums like me 

will become redundant in a few years. I notice, for instance, that 

I no longer wait for signals from the spirit world, but first tune 

in to what presents itself from the audience. Only then do I 

make contact — or rather, contact is made for me, because I 

don’t initiate it — with one of my helpers, and I pass on the 

messages as best I can. Does that answer your question? And 

honestly, if you ask me, people nowadays need to learn to trust 

their own intuition.” 

“Yes, I agree, and yet I still search the future for information 

that might keep me from taking a wrong turn. Apparently, I 

don’t quite trust my intuition yet.  

Another question: last Sunday, when I stopped by your 

booth at the fair, I spoke with a medium. She told me, among 

other things, that my life’s work lies in the Amazon, that I 

would connect with an indigenous tribe, and that a whole new 

story would unfold there. But what makes it so that one year 

I’m told Italy is my future, and the next year the Amazon, while 

I had no plans in either direction? How can that be? Where does 

all this come from?” 

“I’ve thought about that myself,” Anton continues, “and I 

believe clairvoyants are specialists in sensing the energy around 
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a client and the information hidden within it. So even if, on a 

conscious level, you had no plans to move to Italy, and weren’t 

even thinking about it, there must have been something in your 

subconscious that made Emma say you would move there. 

Perhaps you had karma to work out, and the time was ripe. 

And why she said you would live there, I don’t know. But since 

you’ve worked through that karma, maybe there’s nothing left 

for you there. The one you visited on Sunday picked up the 

next thread — and that apparently leads you to South 

America.” 

“How on earth am I supposed to get there?” 

“Rabbit, I have no idea.” 

“Damn it, Alice, look behind the veils! By the way, I still 

need to tell you something. At the fair I also attended a lecture 

by a medium named Evelien. Do you know what she said to 

me, out of the blue?” 

“Well?” 

“That I am one of the Grandmothers, and that it’s time for 

me to sit down and open my mouth. I mean, sure, I can sit 

down and open my mouth, but I doubt anything meaningful 

will come out yet. She also asked if I knew who the 

Grandmothers are. I said yes, though in truth I only vaguely 

know of them. As far as I understand, they are a group of 

spirits representing the archetypal feminine. But I have no idea 

what I’m supposed to do with that.” 

“I really don’t either,” Anton replies. “I don’t know much 

about the feminine — that’s your domain, and you’ll have to 

figure it out for yourself.” 

“Seems so. And then another thing.” 

“More?” 
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“Yes, the astrologers. Where do they fit in, when it comes to 

understanding the direction your life is taking or situations you 

don’t fully grasp?” 

“Astrologers are beyond my competence. I don’t know a first 

thing about them. You’ll have to find someone else, or figure it 

out yourself.” 

 

There’s nothing left but to decide for myself if and how 

astrology can serve me. Where to begin? I type Taurus December 

2013 into Google and start my research. The choices are 

overwhelming. I need a selection criterion, otherwise I’ll still be 

at it by December 2014. Wait — on YouTube you can see who 

gets the most views. Surely over time, someone who’s built a 

reputation will rise above the rest. So maybe viewer count is a 

clue to quality. Now I feel like I’m getting somewhere.  

A few astrologers stand head and shoulders above the rest. I 

start watching their videos and forget my original goal. After 

two days of watching, listening, and comparing, I know one 

thing for sure: the last issue in the injury case will force me to 

confront my fear of power once and for all. It won’t be solved in 

a few days, because a deeper meaning lies behind it. It seems I 

have until the end of January to re-examine everything I hold 

dear — relationships, money, possessions, beliefs, even the way 

I experience spirituality — so that I can reassess their true value 

and leave the old behind. 
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Chapter 42 
 

Between planets and prophecies, I search for the boundary 

between trust and control. 
 

Kelley Rosano, one of the astrologers with high view counts, 

has me hooked. I listen intently to her videos. 

“Listen to the voice of the universe,” she says. “Mercury, the 

messenger who influences your thinking, points to repaying or 

restructuring debts. Think outside the box. There are always 

people willing to invest. Look for new ways to support your 

work.” 

Unbidden, I think of White Bull. What did he say back then? 

Isn’t it true that you associate writing, and everything that comes 

with it, with little income? That you still believe following Divine 

inspiration comes at the price of poverty? Nonsense. Once you resolve 

that inner conflict, you can live your inspiration and bathe in 

abundance at the same time. What you truly long for is a situation 

that allows you to answer the call of inspiration. Create that situation 

with a conscious choice. But never serve two masters: not poverty and 

success at once. The theme of your book is following spirit and healing 

yourself — that might touch someone so deeply they will want to help 

bring it into the world. 

I fall silent. That book has long since been published, but his 

words still hold. I still don’t fully trust. I serve both the master 

of poverty and the master of success, letting them fight inside 

me. Saturn now seems to be offering me the chance to re-

examine my choices and beliefs. Am I truly doing what I want? 
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Do I follow spirit? Or am I once again enslaving myself to fear 

of lack? Where does my heart really want to go? 

Kelley continues: “On December 8, Mars enters Libra. This 

means re-evaluating your lifestyle, health, and way of working. 

Mars brings energy — use it to bite through obstacles. This is an 

excellent time to improve your health, get work done, and 

create success. Successful people don’t give up.” 

That sounds good, but it also makes me restless. How do I 

know when to persevere, and when spirit is telling me: this is 

not your path? I’m like a terrier: I rarely let go, but sometimes I 

go on too long and exhaust myself. 

“When Saturn blocks you,” Kelley warns, “you can be sure 

you’re overlooking something or heading in the wrong 

direction. Never ignore Saturn’s signals. Ask yourself: is this 

the right time? Is this the right path?” 

So if I know when Saturn crosses my horizon, I’ll also know 

that blocks are signs I need to reconsider. 

Then Jupiter comes into play. “Jupiter, your great helper, is 

in Cancer. From December 13 he influences communication: 

writing, speaking, teaching, short trips. You may receive help 

from siblings or from your community. Write, speak, let others 

know what you need. Jupiter can help you break through 

Saturn’s blocks. And watch the full moon in Gemini on 

December 17: very favorable for money and work, but only 

with persistence.” 

I sigh. Once again, the call to ask for help. And to persist — 

which I can, being a Taurus. But how do I know I won’t burn 

out? 

“During the winter solstice, Venus goes retrograde until the 

end of January,” she continues. “During this time, don’t start 

anything new: no new relationships, no new jobs, no new 

projects. Finish what you’ve begun. Close what’s unfinished. 
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Reconnect with people from the past. Old loves may resurface 

— even those from past lives.” 

Come on, Joy, I think. Be honest: you’d love nothing more 

than to bump into Max again. 

Kelley then points to the end of December: 

“Pay close attention on December 30 — synchronicities and 

signs will be crucial then. The 31st is a day for rest, meditation, 

relaxation. Mars has been pushing you forward, now you must 

recharge. Use this time to re-examine your beliefs and your 

health. You’re preparing for what lies ahead. Take ownership of 

your power, get behind the wheel of your life. What you set in 

motion now will shape your work for years to come.” 

I breathe deeply. It feels like another big test is indeed on its 

way. 
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Chapter 43 
 

Grace opens doors I could never find on my own. 
 

It is Christmas Day. Katharina, my youngest daughter, is still 

asleep. Sam will only arrive later for dinner. Rea had other 

plans. I sit in the living room with a pot of tea and a croissant, 

reflecting on the past year. It seems to have flown by. Where 

was I last year? Switzerland. 

When the teapot is empty, I open my laptop and put on 

headphones to listen to a White Bull channeling Ian sent me 

yesterday. The topic is grace — something I’ve never really 

understood. What I do know: you can’t make grace happen. It 

comes on its own. And if there is ever a moment I need it, it’s 

now, with my money for January already nearly gone. 

White Bull’s voice is reassuring: “This is the time to take a 

good look at your relationships — also with your guides and 

teachers. Feel the power within yourself and don’t place it 

outside you. For if you do, you disempower yourself and your 

path. Every teacher must at some point disappoint you, so that 

you become truly free. Grace is what leads you and gives you 

permission to reach for freedom. Grace cannot be invoked or 

manipulated. It operates magnificently on its own, in its own 

timing. It is as if you are standing before the door to freedom, 

only to discover there is no handle on your side. Grace is what 

opens the door at the appointed time.” As if I am standing at a 

door without a handle. Grace opens. Not me. Control is useless. 

Grace belongs to trust and surrender. 
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I keep practicing the law of attraction, but what I really need is 

grace. 

“Be loyal to yourself. Trust your own feeling, even if 

everyone around you says something else. Stay in the now, and 

don’t listen to predictions, for they don’t belong to the now. 

Stay with yourself when you feel the urge to interfere in the 

process of others.” 

That is clear enough. Let grace do the saving instead of me. 

“Let go of the need to understand everything. Things happen, 

period. When you stop insisting on explanations, a deeper 

knowing arises. Accept it.”  

So. More wisdom to pocket. Don’t meddle with Anton. 

Allow Max his own path. Stop trying to dig into everything. 

Take small steps, so grace has room to arrange the big ones. 

Make life easier, more joyful. The hardest part remains: to trust. 

 

In the evening, I unwrap Sam’s gift: Loving Meditation by Sally 

Kempton. 

“You’d better appreciate this,” Sam says. “I risked being  

randed a wool-sock hippie forever.” 

“Why?” 

“Mam, I had to step into one of those weird new age shops, 

smelling of that stuff you burn too. Imagine my friends seeing 

me walk in there!” 

“Ridiculous,” I laugh, “but thank you. It’s really sweet of 

you.” It must have cost him a fortune. I fear the book will 

gather dust. But that evening, I open it — and hours later, I’m 

still reading. 

 

That night I wake up drenched in sweat. Suddenly I know: no 

one benefits from my poverty — not poverty of means, not 

poverty of love. And yet I maintain it myself, out of guilt. Guilt 
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for debts unpaid, for broken marriages, for the pain my 

children suffered. But I ask myself: was it my intent to hurt 

them? Was I responsible for Freek’s painful choices? For 

Mahmood’s addiction and psychoses? Did I intend to remain in 

debt? Did I deliberately cause the accident? Do I have the 

power to make insurers pay what they owe? Do I have the 

power to make others happy? No. Again: no. The only power 

and responsibility I have concerns myself — my health, my life, 

my relationships. And I have the same right as anyone else to 

be happy, to share in the abundance of love and resources that 

exist. I am not worthless. I am worth loving. But first I must 

believe it myself. 

Then I think of my mother. Before dementia clouded her 

mind, she gave me money when I was in trouble after the 

accident. I turned it into a loan because I thought that was 

“proper.” But that was not my place. It was her decision to help 

me, one she rarely made on her own — and I disrespected it. 

Now I sit with the consequences. And that, too, is grace, 

because it has given me this insight. 

I still judge myself harshly. I do not yet know love for who I 

am. This is what life asks me to bend. And last night, grace 

came to visit. I am convinced of it. 

 

The next morning I begin my meditation practice anew. Sally 

also writes that meditation can open the way to grace. 

Synchronicity has returned to my life. 
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Chapter 44 
 

In the silence of the night, The Star pours her pitchers, and I 

recognize my task. 
 

I look through my worn-out wardrobe, searching for something 

that will make me feel festive tonight. I want new clothes, I 

want to go on a completely irresponsible shopping spree in 

Amsterdam again. That’s what I want. When I’m ready, I notice 

it’s still way too early, so I stretch out on the couch, pull a 

blanket over me, and close my eyes. 

 

With a jolt, I wake up to a loud bang. Dazed, I glance at the 

clock—just past midnight. What? I leap up, look outside, and 

see a sea of colorful lights bursting against the dark sky. Oh, 

come on, I slept through New Year’s Eve and my party! I can’t 

help but laugh at myself. I head to the bathroom and catch sight 

of my dolled-up face in the mirror. I wash off the makeup, slip 

out of my clothes, and change into old sweatpants and a worn-

out T-shirt. Back in the kitchen, I open a bottle of cider that will 

have to pass for champagne. “Cheers, sweetheart,” I say. 

“Here’s to an extraordinary new year—successful, loving, and 

filled with joy!” 

I curl back up on the couch, sip my bubbles, and gaze 

outside. Then it hits me—I should draw a New Year’s card. I 

clear the table, spread out the deck, light a bunch of candles and 

a stick of incense. Then I focus on the year ahead. The cards are 

laid out in front of me, and instantly I know which one to pull. I 

pick it up and turn it over. 
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It’s The Star. I open Elisabeth Haich’s Wisdom of the Tarot to read 

its meaning: 

This naked woman symbolizes the naked soul of humanity. She wears 

nothing anymore; her masks have fallen. What remains is who she 

truly is: herself, as God created her, a living spirit in the form of her 

Higher Self. The only things she can control are positive and negative 

energy—yin and yang, inspiration and the act of giving that 

inspiration form, the feminine and the masculine principle. The figure 

on the card pours both positive and negative from the golden and 

silver pitchers into the great river of life, from which all people drink. 

She shares her treasures—the truth of the waters of life, discovered 

during her long journey—with others, so they too may move forward 

with the help of these secrets. She offers her treasures with tenderness, 

compassion, and love. Her pitchers are inexhaustible. The more 

courage, strength, and love she pours into them, the greater the 

abundance and the more powerful the source will become. 

The flower of her soul—her consciousness—has fully opened. She has 

brought everything into the light; nothing remains hidden in the 

unconscious. She has developed complete self-knowledge and, with it, 

manifests all the treasures God has given her. 

At this stage, a human being has no wish other than to participate in 

the great work to be done on Earth. It is no sacrifice, but rather a great 

joy to see others finding their way through the darkness, making 

progress in the development of their consciousness. A person who has 

reached the level of The Star shines like a star in the night sky, 

manifesting her Higher Self through wisdom and intelligence, 

teaching others about the deep mysteries of Creation and of human 

nature. She explains the deeper laws of life, speaks of the destiny of 

humankind, and does so with the help of intellect. She reveals her 

insights freely, without hesitation, her mouth no longer closed but 

releasing a stream of creative energy. She speaks a language that flows 
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simultaneously from both pitchers and is therefore both inspiring and 

formative. She spreads knowledge with love. 

It hits me like a sledgehammer, because what I read here is 

nothing less than the task I am meant to fulfill with Tithua. But 

I’m not there yet—not by a long shot. A year seems far too short 

to reach such a level, if I will ever be able to at all. And yet, 

despite the deafening noise outside, a profound silence 

descends within me, as if the overflowing pitcher of The Star 

had been poured over me first. 
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Chapter 45 
 
At the threshold of a new year, Tithua opens the doors to forgotten 

knowledge. 

 

That night I sleep only a few hours and by four I am already 

back on my meditation cushion. Inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale. 

A little later I sweep my body clean with energy and then sink 

into the energy of my heart. I feel an infinite love for my 

existence until suddenly a presence sits down beside me. 

Tithua! 

“Focus on the Grandmothers. Your task as one of them is to 

help heal the feminine wound of the Earth and of humanity. 

You will be given lessons and led to other places on Earth. Go 

when the time comes. For now, finish writing your book, bring 

it into the world, and regain your health.” 

Regain my health? Am I ill? 

 

The new year, which began so beautifully with a new moon, 

soon brings surprises. Within three days, I receive three 

requests from complete strangers to organize healing 

weekends. I don’t understand—it says clearly on my website 

that I only refer people to healers who are truly good. Nowhere 

do I state that I offer it myself. Yet something invites me to 

think about it.  

Two days later, through a chain of coincidences, I meet 

Soluna, an earthkeeper and Grandmother, via LinkedIn. 

Reading her website, I get a clearer picture of how I might give 

form to the work that awaits me. I decide to contact her soon for 
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advice. It doesn’t stop there: before I know it, I am making 

plans with my teacher—who has decided to return to Europe—

to organize healing circles in the Netherlands and assist him. I 

have no idea how I landed in this so suddenly; all I know is that 

it feels right. Then I recall Tithua’s words: “Regain your health.” 

Did I ignore something? It seems so, because I am growing 

more exhausted by the day. 

 

“What’s wrong with you?” Anton asks the next day. 

“I don’t know. Until late November I could still take long 

bike rides without effort, and now I barely make it across town. 

I’m unbelievably tired, and the restless legs are worse every 

day.” 

“Then go see a doctor.” 

“I already know what he’ll say: ‘You’re fatigued after all the 

stress of the past years. Just rest.’ Of course that’s true, but 

something else is going on.” 

“Wait a minute,” says Anton. “I recently heard of a special 

clinic with advanced equipment that can detect everything 

present or happening in the body.” 

“Please give me the number or the website.” 

 

“Lyme, without a doubt. The borrelia never fully left your 

body and is active again,” says the doctor at the futuristic clinic 

where I was able to get an appointment within a week. “On top 

of that, your hormonal system is completely out of balance. 

Your thyroid is unstable, your hypothalamus is disrupted, your 

adrenal glands exhausted. You must have suffered a severe 

whiplash. The fact that you still look so spry and cheerful is a 

miracle.” 

“Okay,” I say, “I surrender. Please help me—this I cannot do 

alone.” 
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“Are you well insured? Because this is going to be costly.” 

“Reasonably,” I say, and in my mind I make myself wealthy 

again. 

An hour later I step outside, microchipped, realizing Emma’s 

warning had been correct. She was a little ahead of time, but 

indeed, the vicious woman had managed to activate another 

virus before relinquishing her reign.  

“Congratulations on your new hurdle, Joy,” I mutter to 

myself. 

“Congratulations from me too,” says a man walking his dog. 

“How old are you?” 

“Eighty,” I reply. 

“Well, you look good for your age.” 

“Thank you,” I say, and head back toward the station. 

 

“There may be a health issue while Mars is in Libra,” I hear 

on my iPad as I listen to a horoscope reading by someone 

named Keith on my way home. Ah, I think, so the planets lent the 

vicious woman a hand. Or was there a deeper meaning?  

“It could mean something still needs to be purified,” Keith 

continues. Oh, that makes sense—if I am to stand as a Star in 

the firmament. And how long, dear Keith, am I subject to this?  

“Mars leaves Libra on July 25,” he answers promptly. 

“Thank you, Keith,” I whisper, closing my iPad as the train 

gently sways me home. I’ll see how it unfolds. 

 

I glance at the alarm clock and see it’s only 4 a.m. Damn, why 

am I always waking at this time? I get out of bed and move to 

my meditation corner, light a candle, and sit down. Soon I feel 

incredibly hot, as has been happening more often lately. I crack 

open the balcony door and sit in contemplation, since I have no 
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desire to meditate. Quickly I sense I am no longer alone; a dome 

of space settles over me. 

“It’s me,” says Tithua. “When I send you a package of light, 

it feels like heat.” 

“That explains it,” I say. “What do you want to tell me?” 

“Fill your heart with love when I communicate with you. 

That vibration makes it easier for me to connect, it allows us to 

merge more deeply, and it helps you understand my 

language.” 

I do as she says. 

“It’s about building trust. People need to gain confidence in 

you. The coming period is important for this.” 

“May I ask you a few questions?” 

“Of course, go ahead.” 

“Where do the stories you want me to tell come from?” 

“From the time before the doors closed—the doors that gave 

access to knowledge that helped humanity live in balance with 

the laws of life. The doors closed when that knowledge was no 

longer safe and risked being misused for power over Earth and 

her people. Occasionally the doors opened for a few 

individuals. Joseph, who later became king of Egypt, was one of 

them. Joseph was one of your past lives.” 

“Uh, what?” 

“Don’t dwell on it now. In this time, more and more people 

are regaining access to that ancient knowledge. You’ve carried 

part of it since birth. Wait patiently—you will be helped to 

remember. I’ll stand beside you when the time comes. Follow 

your intuition; it will bring you to the right places at the right 

moment.” 

“How can I be sure that what you tell me is only from you, 

and that no other being—like the black Egyptian—interferes?” 
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“Pretend you are holding my hand, even though I don’t 

have one. That creates a contact no other entity can intrude 

upon. Also, keep your energy and focus on what I tell you, 

rather than on writing it down. Writing opens a gap.” 

“That’s hard,” I say. “How will I remember what you’ve told 

me?” 

“You could keep a recorder nearby. That way you can stay 

more fully present with us as a whole.” 

“Do I always have to get out of bed in the middle of the 

night to talk with you?” 

“No. Once you’ve really found the rhythm, it won’t be 

necessary anymore. And now you need to return to bed—

you’re very tired. For now, this is enough. Focus on your 

recovery, and I’ll come back.” 
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Chapter 46 

Truth Within the Silence 

 

“One guess who called me this morning.” 

“I always guess wrong, so just tell me,” Anton says. 

“Arthur. The GP’s lawyer has made a settlement offer. I 

accepted it. It’s nowhere near what I thought I deserved, but at 

least it’s over. Finally done.” 

“Congratulations,” says Anton. “That was long overdue. So, 

can you retire now?” 

“Sure, maybe for one whole day — then the money’s gone. 

Once I’ve paid the bills and given Sam a little push forward, I’ll 

be back to zero. And there’s still a leftover debt I settled last 

year. Luckily, we still have the law of attraction! What bothers 

me is that the doctor never felt responsible. The settlement was 

just to get rid of me. I could yell at him that his negligence cost 

me a hundred and fifty grand, my house, and a mountain of 

stress. But I’ve decided not to. Karma works fine without my 

anger.” 

“It must feel strange, after all those years, not having to fight 

anymore. How will you fill that hole?” 

“With authentic conversations.” 

“And what does that mean?” 

“It means stopping the complaints, not telling half-truths to 

please someone, or out of fear of losing something. It means 

taking full responsibility for my own life. Going beyond fear 

and standing in the field of love and possibilities. In short: 

being authentic and expressing myself fully.” 
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“And how will you do that?” 

“Katja gave us clear instructions last Saturday during the 

training. First, look at the people with whom I don’t feel 

balanced: where there’s still unfinished business, where I 

wasn’t honest, or where I wore a mask. And yes, Max is right at 

the top of that list.” 

“You’re really going to talk to him?” 

“Absolutely.” 

 

Three days later I sit with a foggy head after a sleepless night, 

hands clammy on the phone. Something tells me not to call Max 

before noon. Why, I don’t know. By a quarter to twelve I can’t 

stand it anymore. 

“He’s not in yet,” the secretary says. “But I’ll let him know 

you called.” 

Damn. This isn’t going the way I planned. With my heart 

pounding, I decide to distract myself by scrubbing the kitchen. 

My hands are just in the suds when, at five past twelve, the 

phone rings. 

“This is Joy.” 

“Hi Joy, you called me?” 

I take a deep breath, warmth flooding me at the sound of his 

voice. “That’s right. I’m in a training because I’m not happy 

with how I function in relationships. Part of it is to have an 

authentic conversation with people I don’t feel free around. Do 

you have a few minutes?” 

“Uh… yes, but hold on.” I’m put on hold and picture him 

closing his door. “Go ahead.” 

“With you, I always wore a mask of untouchability. Behind 

it was my vulnerability, which I didn’t dare to show. I also hid 

my powerlessness and my anger. And I made you responsible 

for my feelings.” I sigh, but push on quickly before I freeze. 
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“That made me feel unfree and cut off from real contact. I’m 

sure it had an impact on you too — maybe you felt cautious 

around me, or didn’t quite trust me.” 

Silence. Then: “I hear with sympathy what you’re saying, 

thank you. Uh… I don’t really know what else to say. I’ve 

always considered you a person of integrity. Beyond that…” 

Silence again. 

I feel panic rising. I can’t take it any longer. “You don’t have 

to say anything.” Instantly I feel something shift in Max. Oh no. 

More silence. 

“Then I wish you all the best.” 

“Goodbye,” I manage to get out. 

 

“I really blew it,” I tell Katja. “I couldn’t keep my mouth 

shut when that’s exactly what I should have done.” 

“Explain.” 

“He said he didn’t know what to say, and what did I do? I 

came galloping in to rescue him and said, ‘You don’t have to 

say anything.’ Damn!” 

“Do you hear yourself? That’s the perfectionist who wants to 

do everything flawlessly. But you called him — that alone was 

an act of love for yourself. And most of what you said was 

authentic. It’s not loving to stomp yourself into the ground 

afterwards. Remember, it’s not about the other person, it’s 

about you. Your tough mask, your rescuer role, and your 

perfectionism — they don’t come from self-love. As for Max, I 

don’t think you made him distrust you. More likely, you gave 

him the feeling he couldn’t do much right with you.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“By hiding your vulnerability, you gave him no chance to 

support you. In fact, you rejected him.” 
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“Think about it. I don’t say this wagging a finger, but with 

love. Because when you show your real self — with all her 

vulnerability — you are pure love. And healthy people respond 

with their own authenticity. That’s almost a law of nature.” 

“I wonder if I’ll ever really dare to show myself.” 

“Keep practicing. Keep putting yourself in that field of 

possibilities. Have as many authentic conversations as you can. 

Write your complaints down and work through them. Until it 

becomes almost automatic. When fear shows up, know it’s your 

ego trying to keep you on familiar ground. The ego likes to 

keep you there until it gets replaced by a new, better familiar. 

That takes alertness. Review each evening how your contacts 

went, and keep adjusting. It works, really. Now close your eyes 

and feel the balance between you and Max after the call.” 

I close my eyes, breathe calmly, and focus on the energy 

between Max and me. “Something has shifted. He’s no longer 

floating above me; he’s next to me.” 

“You put yourself next to him by making that call. So yes, it 

brought you something important. There might even be a 

second conversation someday. This time, without the distance.” 

“No way. I promised him no more contact. That one time 

was enough.” 

“Who’s speaking now, Joy? Maybe there’ll be a moment 

when you can. Because a truly authentic conversation also 

touches the other person. From how you described it, Max 

wasn’t really authentic yet. And another thing: you always feel 

responsible — for everything. If something goes wrong, you’re 

the guilty one. Remember last Saturday when you asked why 

your injury case dragged on, why you always have to count 

every penny, and what it meant? You’re looking into a mirror, 

Joy, but not clearly. The mirror doesn’t show what you did 

wrong, but what you believe: that if something goes wrong, 
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you must be at fault. And with that belief, you’ve taken on the 

responsibility for what your father did. For how your mother 

didn’t support you. For how your doctor and your lawyer let 

you down. That belief reflects back as lack of success, the 

absence of the relationship you long for, and not living in 

abundance. You attract your belief. That is the law of 

attraction.” 

It feels as if a thousand-kilo weight is lifted off my shoulders. 

The tears pour out and won’t stop. 

“Cry it out,” Katja says gently. “I’ll call you again in a 

week.” 
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Chapter 47 
 

The Sword of the Sorcerer 
 

As I near the French border, the sun breaks through the clouds 

— as if the sky itself is saying there’s room again after all those 

grey days. The road is quiet; at a calm pace I drive on to the exit 

for the ferry at Dunkirk. An hour later I’m back at one of the 

huge windows, staring out over the sea. No Ken this time, no 

distractions other than my own thoughts. Han’s words from 

yesterday still echo in my mind. 

“The lawsuit may be settled, but emotionally it will take you 

another six months. You asked about your next steps and for 

your new book. The I Ching is clear: slow down, process this 

first. Save your energy, turn inward, and then the 

complementary will naturally appear in the outer world. You 

are in the middle of an individuation process, and that must be 

completed. Only then will you be free to move forward. Until 

now you’ve lived out of old problems. Soon you’ll live from 

within. Only then does your life become truly earthly and can 

you say, ‘I am as I am.’ That will make you magnetic. Others 

will mirror your former struggles — and in those mirrors you’ll 

find answers you no longer need to carry yourself. It’s time to 

let go of the old and make room for the new. Drop from your 

head into your heart. This is the time. Only then begin your 

new book.” 

“And this new book, will it be different in tone?” 



190 
 

“Yes. It will be essentially different. No longer your inner 

struggles as the subject, but life itself with all its 

entanglements.” 

“And what about a home base? I feel like a wanderer, even 

though I do have a roof over my head.” 

“You’re being freed from old ties, that can feel like that. But 

first this: they say you’ve done your task excellently.” 

“Who are ‘they,’ and what task?” 

“The spirits. Your task was not to let yourself be intimidated 

by power or display of power, but to dedicate yourself again 

and again to caring for your own life. Once you’ve processed 

this old struggle, the seeker in you will change into a finder. 

Life will become lighter.” 

“That’s wonderful to hear. But how about my home base? 

Last year I was told I’d move to Italy and become the center of a 

community.” 

“The I Ching shows hexagram 17, with changing lines four 

and five. That means you fell into a trap by following someone 

else. It looked crystal clear, but that’s why you didn’t see the 

snare. Let that path go. You’ll find that true finding comes with 

less effort. Many opportunities will appear — new for you. The 

challenge will be to choose wisely: what serves you, what truly 

calls to you? Keep what doesn’t serve you at a distance. Don’t 

let other people’s emotions flood you anymore. As for your 

home base: it will appear at the right time. That’s what the fifth 

line of this hexagram indicates.” 

I muse a little longer until it’s time to find my car again and 

head for Glastonbury, back to the old farmhouse where I had 

discovered the family secret a year earlier. What will unfold 

there now? 
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My head is buzzing, my heart pounding. There is no time, no 

date, no place. Everything is gone: colorless, empty, motionless. 

Panic threatens to overwhelm me. I press my feet into the 

ground, keep breathing, knowing this will pass. Slowly I bend 

forward until my head touches the floor. Then a voice says: 

“We’ll rattle you until you’ve dropped every rotten apple. 

Nothing that doesn’t serve you can remain in your life.” 

Gladly, I think, nothing I want more. Then a whirlwind 

grabs me, hurls me through space. Above and below disappear. 

Panic! I try to cling to my mattress but fall forward. Help! 

Instantly I know: the time of calling for help is over. I must help 

myself. With force I push myself upright, open my eyes — and 

see a terrifying figure on a horse. A man with a twisted face, a 

whip in his hands, enormous spurs on his boots. With every 

blow he drives the horse on. Resistance rises in me. Why am I 

taking part in these awful ceremonies? I don’t want this 

anymore. I want a normal life! 

I just manage to grab a bucket and vomit out my rage. It 

doesn’t help. I collapse again, all focus gone. Then the horse 

turns into a little girl with a serious look. She stares at me as the 

man drives her on. I recognize myself. I am that girl. But who is 

this tyrant? 

“I am the life you chose. I am the law, everything you must 

do, everything you must obey. Try defeating me!” 

My God, what is this creature? 

“Nothing more than what you’ve imposed on yourself. This 

man is your tyrant. You put him on your back. Again and again 

you drive yourself to exhaustion trying to meet expectations 

you believe are your own. Throw him off. You don’t need him. 

Without him you have the energy to truly live. Cast off this 

burden. Send the tyrant away. Stop telling yourself the lies that 

rule your life. Stop searching for the truth and discover it by not 
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searching. Searching is a distraction, a way to postpone life 

instead of letting it in.” 

The buzzing continues. The horse — also the girl — keeps 

running, driven on by the tyrant. This must stop. Suddenly I 

hold a huge sword in my hands. Without hesitation I strike and 

knock the tyrant off the horse. Everything falls still. The girl 

collapses into a heap of misery, too exhausted even to cry. I lift 

her up, press her against me. “Hush now, it’s over. You can 

rest, play, feel the sun on your face, laugh. I’ll take care of you 

now.” 

Gently I feel a hand stroke my back. One of my English 

friends sits beside me. As if no year had passed and this is the 

completion of what began back then. 

 

I decide not to stay with friends as I had planned, but to drive 

straight home. On the way, insights tumble over each other like 

dominoes. My endless urge to move was nothing but the search 

for safety. For the little girl, home meant danger. Leaving was 

surviving. That’s why I always left. That’s why I long so deeply 

for a home, yet never find it as long as I can’t give myself safety. 

Even deeper: once I have a home, I fear someone will destroy it. 

Having nothing feels safe — it can’t be taken away. So the belief 

grew that a home or possessions would cost me my freedom. 

No wonder I kept losing everything. Still, the longing remains. 

Maybe it’s really about finding a home within myself. And 

maybe about coming home in a relationship too. 

Before I know it I’m back in line for the ferry to Dunkirk. The 

sun glints on the white cliffs of Dover. A seagull eyes me 

boldly. I tear off a piece of bread. He snatches it from my hand 

without hesitation, checks quickly if there’s more, then struts 

off in search of new chances. 
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Back home I’m exhausted. I curl up on the couch with Florinda 

Donner’s book The Dreamed Reality. I start reading. As long as 

you have a self you want to keep alive according to your own created 

picture, there is no freedom. Aha. So that falling apart, that lack of 

any focus, might well be the gate to another life. Letting go, 

leaping into the unknown, out of the comfort zone. Freedom 

doesn’t come cheap: it costs you the mask you wear. Not because it fits 

you so well, but because you’ve worn it so long. 

Do you know what freedom is? It’s the total absence of concern about 

yourself. And there I was, always worrying whether I was doing 

things right. Seers learn that perception takes place outside the 

sensory domain. They know there is something larger than what the 

senses can see. Still, you don’t know whether what you perceive is 

true until you experience the truth for yourself. Thinking is part of it: 

your mind must be strong enough to understand the unknown. 

Interesting. My head — so often hijacked by the ego — turns 

out to be useful after all. An ally on my path through the world 

of the unseen, of wonders, of love, and of real power. 
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Chapter 48 
 

A Dragon and a Rose 
 

With the group of worthless women I sit in the familiar hall for 

Katja’s final module. In front of me lies a red rose. 

“When I saw you come in with that rose, I thought you had 

brought it for me,” says Katja. 

“I found it in the gutter outside the door.” 

“Then it was meant for you,” she says, placing it in a glass of 

water before me. As the rose stands on the table, I see a tiny 

snail emerge from its heart, a tiny house on its back. Carefully, I 

let it crawl onto my finger and carry it outside. 

“Today we’re working with the law of attraction,” Katja 

begins. “I’ve spoken with each of you since you started 

practicing authentic conversations. Everyone has had both 

positive and difficult experiences. I urge you to keep at it until 

new pathways in your brain are carved — the very ones your 

ego uses to predict the future. That way you stop repeating old 

behavior and create space in the field of love and infinite 

possibilities. Now it’s time to determine what qualities your 

future partner must have.” 

When it’s my turn, I stand in front of the group. 

“Joy, what behavior do you want to give up in a 

relationship?” 

“Always pulling all the responsibility toward myself.” 

“And what are you really saying by that?” 

“That I don’t want to be the one dragging the cart anymore.” 
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“That too, but it sounds like you want to sit back and let 

everything happen to you, and that’s not the point.” 

“Then I’d better say I want to give up exercising control, 

because I needed that in order to take responsibility.” 

“Tell us what, despite all your setbacks, always succeeded 

for you.” 

“Being creative. Whenever I had a project in my mind, I 

could already see it clearly. I knew how to get people 

enthusiastic, it would take shape and start moving. But real 

success hardly ever came. Sometimes jealousy got in the way, 

sometimes it was simply too much work, sometimes others ran 

off with it before it even began, and sometimes I just lost heart. 

One way or another, I always found a reason to stop.” 

“So whenever success was near, your ego stepped in. It told 

you continuing wasn’t worth it, that it wouldn’t bring you 

anything. Am I right?” 

“Partly, yes.” 

“And you probably thought yourself wise for stopping, wise 

for avoiding risks.” 

“Something like that. But I was never happy about it. There 

was always a nagging feeling afterward.” 

“Exactly. If the impulse had come from your true self, you 

would have felt joy and fulfillment. In short, you are a creator, a 

co-creator. And you are love and strength, just like everyone 

else. What could you bring in to give that serious, hard-

working woman a little lightness?” 

“Playfulness. I used to bring lightness into heavy matters, 

and that made people smile.” 

“Playfulness — yes, that could work well for you.” 

“I was like that, but since Mahmood turned my life upside 

down, I hardly dare to play anymore.” 
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“Then it’s high time to bring that quality back, along with 

your gift as a co-creator. Remember: when you don’t create 

your own life but go along with something else, that’s your ego. 

Dream again, that’s what co-creators do. And don’t let your ego 

interfere with your dreams. See them before you, feel them as if 

they already exist, connect to your soul-feeling. Then you live 

as your true self. Can you now state your mission in love?” 

“My mission in love is to give up wanting control.” 

“And what kind of man do you need?” 

“Someone who takes responsibility himself.” 

“So someone who might say to you: ‘Hey lady, I can handle 

that myself’?” 

“I might feel hurt by that.” 

“Nonsense. That would only be your ego bristling. Be glad 

for a man who sets boundaries by taking care of himself. You 

could also put it more positively: my partner is a man who 

takes responsibility for himself and lovingly sets boundaries for 

me.” 

“That does sound better.” 

“Good. Then the dreamtime has begun, ladies. Off you go.” 

We stare at each other blankly. I don’t feel like ordering my 

partner from the universe. Neither do the others. Strange, isn’t 

this what we came for? 

“I see,” says Katja. “Your egos are digging in their heels. 

Then here’s a task you’ll find even more ridiculous. Go to the 

toy shop around the corner and buy yourself a small gift. That 

gift will remind you of this moment of sabotage. The ego 

doesn’t believe you can simply place an order in the infinite 

warehouse of the universe. But you can bypass the ego with 

unreasonable actions — the kind that make you sweat with fear 

or that make your ego cry out: ‘Ridiculous! I’m not doing that.’ 
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That’s how you create new experiences. Now off you go — 

don’t come back until you’ve bought something.” 

Soon we are trudging like sulky teenagers toward the toy 

store. 

“You know what would be really unreasonable,” I tease, “if 

we went and stuffed ourselves with French fries right now.” 

For a second I see them actually consider it. Then my own 

rebellion collapses, I find it childish, and without another word 

I walk into the shop. Disgusted, I glance at the rows of plastic 

junk. Until I reach the stuffed animals. My eyes lock on a sweet 

little dragon. Two minutes later I’m outside again, the dragon 

in my hands. 

 

That evening I sit on the train, my rose and my dragon beside 

me. I read my “order” once more, look at the rose, and think: 

my self-love is like that rose from the gutter, with its tiny snail. 

Do I really trust that I can manifest this dream life? 

And then the predictions flood back in: Keep in mind that he 

might return. But even if he retraces his steps, I wouldn’t start again. 

Your man is much younger than you. He is a head taller than you and 

wears beautiful clothes, I see… How can anyone be open and 

carefree with all these forecasts hanging over her? What have I 

done to myself, using my love life as research material for 

mediums and for reassurance? 

 

Once home, I frame my “order,” light a candle, and decide to 

take it seriously. This man is coming. No, he is already here. 

Trust — it all comes down to trust. To carry the dream into 

reality without giving doubt a single inch. And I know doubt 

will try. It feels as though I’m standing before a door with no 

handle on my side — trusting it will open from within. 
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Chapter 49 
 

The Inner Voice 
 

Next to me sits Leon, whom Anton and I once called the 

“dutiful shaman.” Today I’m assisting him with the first Sacred 

Circle I’ve organized for him. Only now does it strike me how 

accidental the whole path has been. Four years ago, I thought: 

It’s time I started helping. And here we are, side by side. I glance 

at Leon, and he smiles back — as if we’re both wondering how 

we ended up here. 

 

Two days later, after the participants have left, we collapse onto 

the couch amid the mess. 

“It looks like a bomb went off in here.” 

“Leave it for now,” Leon says. “We’ll clean up later. First, 

let’s recover.” We sit in silence, exhausted. 

“You need a partner,” he suddenly says. 

“Why do you say that?” 

“What you have to do is too much for one person. You need 

someone at your side who can help bring structure.” 

“Structure?” 

“Or better: someone who helps you stay balanced. Especially 

with the turbulence ahead.” 

I swallow tears and begin talking about my relationships 

and frustrations in love. Leon, too, has had his share. We sit in 

silence for a while. 

“What’s your zodiac sign?” he asks suddenly. 

“Taurus.” 
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“That explains why we work so well together. I’m 

Capricorn.” 

“And your Chinese sign?” 

“Ox.” 

“Then it makes sense. Snake, ox, and rooster are a good 

match. I’m a snake. A water snake.” 

He nods. “Have you ever heard of Human Design? It maps a 

person’s life with astonishing accuracy. It combines astrology, 

quantum physics, and the I Ching.” He keeps talking, but my 

mind drifts. Another system? Another box to squeeze myself into? 

Leon continues: “It shows you which signals you can trust — 

that’s your inner authority. And it shows you where your 

energy comes from. I, for example, am a Projector. I don’t have 

my own motor, so I’m better at guiding than leading. That’s 

why it’s so nice for me that you organize the Sacred Circles.” 

The rescuer in me perks up. Hope rushes in. No, I tell myself 

firmly. Back in your cage. No more rescuing. No more chasing hope. 

“It does sound interesting,” I say at last. “I’m delving into 

astrology right now, and I find it the clearest tool for 

understanding why things happen — in relationships, in life. 

I’ve come to respect the power of the planets.” 

“Then Human Design will fascinate you as well. Do you 

know how the planets send their influence to Earth?” 

“Of course I’ve thought about it, but I still don’t really 

understand.” 

“It’s nothing mystical. It’s neutrinos — tiny particles 

traveling through everything. Think of them as keys. Keys only 

matter if there’s a lock they fit into. Your birth chart contains 

the locks.” 

 

After Leon leaves, the unrest hits me. As if the universe is 

tossing me back and forth, asking again and again: Are you 
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sure? Do you really want to organize Sacred Circles? Is this your 

path, or someone else’s? Hope tries to wedge its foot in the door 

once more. Anxiety grips my throat. Am I doing the right thing? 

Am I choosing well? 

I decide to dive into Human Design. Maybe it will give me 

tools. After a day of intense study I discover this: my most 

reliable guide speaks from my sacral center. It reveals itself in 

primal sounds. When I hear an inner “yes” — a “jag” or a 

“wow” — I know it’s true. 
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Chapter 50 
 

Between guides and Grandmothers, the path to Source opens. 
 

By now I had contacted Soluna and arranged to Skype with her. 

I sit dressed in white, a candle burning on the table, my laptop 

ready. Then the call comes through. 

“Hi Joy, I’m so glad to see you. How are you?” 

“Hi Soluna, I feel chaotic and very restless.” 

“That happens often when you begin working with the 

Grandmothers. Everything that still needs attention or change 

presses itself on you. Know that it’s not without purpose. 

Accept it, do what you can, listen to your inner wisdom and act 

on it. I want to begin with a prayer to ask for help and blessing 

for this session.” She closes her eyes. I follow her lead. 

“Source of all life, divine beings, heavenly Clan and 

Grandmothers, Mother Earth, nature beings, council of trees, I 

ask for guidance and inspiration for the work Joy and I will do 

in this session. I ask my guides and helpers, and those of Joy, to 

support us.” She opens her eyes again and takes two large 

feathers in her hands. “These feathers carry medicine. This dark 

one is from an eagle, this white one from the white-feathered 

eagle. I’ll first connect you with their energy. They have been 

activated by spirit and therefore carry medicine.” 

“Wait,” I say. “What do you mean by medicine?” 

“Medicine is anything that brings a lesson or healing. It can 

be a plant medicine like ayahuasca, but also the energy of a 

feather that awakens something in you, touches you so that a 

healing movement begins. My task as a mentor is to pass on 
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medicine so that your DNA is activated and you can shift into a 

higher vibration. Hold your hand against the screen—we’re 

working together now. Time and distance no longer exist.” 

I place my palm against the screen. Soluna does the same 

and presses the dark feather against it. At once I recoil: a flood 

of energy shoots into my hand, full of codes. 

“Holy cow, what’s happening?” 

“You’re receiving codes that activate your memory, bringing 

forth your ancient wisdom and light so your resonance rises. 

That’s necessary for the work of a Grandmother. Grandmother 

is a title, not an earthly grandmother. I’ll scan you now.” She 

closes her eyes. “I see that you’re connected with the Galactic 

High Council.” 

I instantly think of the Seven Brothers, though I don’t know 

why. 

“More information isn’t relevant right now. What I also see 

is that since your new guides have come alongside you, you 

hardly connect with them.” 

“I have new guides?” 

“Yes, when your development calls for it, new guides arrive 

who are better equipped. In my experience, guides never just 

withdraw to ‘teach you a lesson.’ They always want to help. I 

recommend you seek contact with them daily. But you need to 

reach higher—their vibration is above that of your former 

guides. It’s a quantum leap. It’s also important that you spend 

time in nature at least four times a week and visit a power spot 

once a week. Your first chakra is unstable; you seem afraid to 

connect with the Earth. Many lightworkers have that. But by 

grounding well, your connection with the light world becomes 

stronger. Working with the Grandmothers requires deep 

grounding.” 
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Didn’t Gabrielle say something similar about working with 

Tithua? 

“You know, Soluna, I live on the third floor, surrounded by 

stone and concrete, when I belong on the ground, close to a 

forest. I wither where I am now, but every step toward change 

seems blocked.” 

“Yes, I see the blockage. But it’s more like a glass wall that 

only needs a tap than a thick wall to break down stone by stone. 

It’s a karmic issue, a recurring theme throughout your lives. It 

creates an undertone of sadness and worry and keeps you from 

being fully yourself.” 

Damn, I think. I can train myself silly and have countless 

“authentic conversations,” but as long as this plays out, it won’t 

get me far. Or maybe practice still helps? 

“I’ve relived many past lives in ceremonies and sessions. 

What could this still be?” 

“I can’t see it right now. No doubt you’ll soon have the 

chance to look into it. For now, I want to take you to the Source 

of all that lives. Some call him God, I call him Source. Not long 

ago he reproached me. He came and said, ‘Soluna, you’re not 

doing what I asked you to do.’ I was shocked, because I thought 

I was doing it right. But he said, ‘You’re not bringing the people 

who come to you to me. That’s the first thing you should do.’ 

Since then I bring everyone directly to him.” She looks at me. 

“Close your eyes again. Be present in your heart chakra. See its 

light, feel its love. Before you lies a path leading to Source. I’ll 

walk the first part with you, together with the beings of light 

present here.” 

With my eyes closed I am present in my heart chakra at the 

start of a path that rises upward. I feel Soluna next to me and 

I’m moved. I’m not used to being helped with such love.  

Together we walk until she halts. 
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“The rest of the path you go alone. We’ll wait here.” 

I go on. To my left a dark cloud hovers. I try to ignore it and 

focus on the light ahead. Step by step I come closer. The light 

grows more intense until I stop. Tears roll down my cheeks. 

The love streaming from the light is so intense, so purely 

directed at me, that I’m absorbed by it. For the first time I feel 

truly seen. 

“Now take your leave, it’s time to return.” 

I bow my head, take a few steps back and turn to walk down 

again. 

“How did you experience it?” 

“You know, I always thought I wasn’t worthy of meeting 

Source. Only now do I realize this. In my eyes Source was for 

others, people at the level of Jesus or Buddha.” 

“Many think that. But Source longs to have his children with 

him. It grieves him deeply that there is so much separation. So 

make contact regularly. It nourishes, inspires, and opens the 

channel for much more help. For now, this is enough. First 

integrate what you’ve received. I’ll consult with the 

Grandmothers about your next step. The intention is that by fall 

you’ll be ready for the work.” 

After the session I change clothes, step outside and drive to 

the forest. 

 

A few evenings later I sit in a former barn turned into a 

ceremonial space, among twenty others. We’ve just drunk our 

first glass of ayahuasca. Barely fifteen minutes later I stand 

before a heavenly council of friends seated in a semicircle. They 

look at me with love and then conjure up my mother and me as 

a one-and-a-half-year-old child. The council fades. I’m alone 

with my mother, once again doing all she can not to look at me. 

She fades too. The little girl looks at me seriously, almost 
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reproachfully. I know: I’ve failed her again. What now? I want 

to pick her up, but she doesn’t let me. Wherever I am, she 

stands just beyond reach. Then it dawns on me: she doesn’t 

trust me. I’m shocked. 

The space shifts. Something in me rises and again I am a 

goddess, in a space filled with love. My mother appears again. 

Now I know what to do: love her. Here there is no place for 

reproach or questions. Pure love flows back and forth. 

Suddenly connections appear, and new knowing streams in, 

answering question after question. 

When you make choices, don’t look only at present circumstances and 

wishes. Consider also the importance of what you’re engaged in now. 

Remember your tendency to pull away at the first sign of pain. That 

takes you out of contact. In such moments, have the courage to ask 

questions from your feeling. This evokes feelings in others too. Then 

you’re authentic, and you know where you stand. Be courageous, 

make choices, and know you can bear the consequences. Open your 

heart, carry your ideals, step into the world. Give love and you’ll 

receive love. Develop your leadership and use it. Let go of desires from 

past lives. Weigh effort and return carefully. Be a good steward of 

your energy. Dare to break old patterns and stand alone. Then you’ll 

heal from old fears and come into your strength. Know that fear may 

briefly overwhelm you, but it will lead to fulfillment. Shape your life 

so that it generates strong and positive energy. Where you live and 

how you live now is just enough to survive, but abundance struggles 

to reach you. Know your desires and your pitfalls. Step out of your 

familiar rhythm. It may make you afraid for a moment, but that fear is 

unfounded—great things await you. And your true home can’t be 

found until that little girl is healed of her fear. Keep asking yourself: is 

my choice based on fear or on love? Follow the path of love and of joy. 

I try to take it all in, but feel overwhelmed by the torrent of 

information and expectations. I can’t relax anymore. Soluna’s 
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comment about my contact with my guides keeps circling in 

my mind. Am I doing it wrong? I listen so carefully to the 

feelings in my heart and use them as my compass. Isn’t that 

enough? Or should I be consulting with them directly? 

 

A little later I think about of the Seven Brothers — the same 

brothers I had once stood beside in Damanhur’s Hall of Spheres 

— it feels as if they belong to a larger Council watching over 

this work. Time will learn. 
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Chapter 51  
 

The Moon reveals her secrets through drumbeats and animal 

shadows. 
 

It is full moon tonight, and for the first time I will take part in 

the Grandmothers’ moon ceremony. As evening falls, I light a 

candle, wrap my white shawl around me, and sit down. Silence 

fills the room, the air feels as if it is waiting. After a few deep 

breaths I bring my attention to the moon lodge and, following 

Soluna’s instructions, ask Grandmother Turtle to let me in. The 

curtain opens immediately. 

I step inside and pause at the entrance. I can’t see a thing. As 

my eyes adjust to the darkness, I make out the Grandmothers, 

sitting in a circle. The lodge reminds me of a jungle maloca, 

where rituals take place. I ask if someone will cleanse me with 

the white eagle feather. I feel its sweeping around me until one 

of the Grandmothers wordlessly invites me to sit beside her. 

She is large and strong, holding a long, slender pipe. 

“Do you also have a pipe?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“Go and fetch it.” 

For a moment I hesitate—my pipe, in this sacred 

gathering?—then I go back to get my pipe with sacred tobacco. 

I fill it and light it. 

“Does your pipe have a name?” 

“No.” 

“What about Pipe of the Thirteen Moons?” 

“Why that name?” 
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“Because you are being asked to tell stories about the 

thirteen moons. Have you forgotten that the Mother Goddess 

set you on the path of the storyteller? Return to that path. It will 

bring you joy. And remember—you were not asked to do this 

work by chance. It is a sacred task given to you.” 

I look at my pipe, suddenly carrying a name, and feel joy 

rising. Clearly, it truly is my task to tell stories. Together with 

the Grandmother I sit peacefully smoking, dimly aware of the 

others, while time itself slips away. I drift into an empty space, 

completely still and safe. The silence itself seems to whisper: do 

not hurry, it leads nowhere. Relax. We see you and protect you. 

Then it is time to go to the water. As I arrive, everything 

begins to expand—the water, the sky, the moon lodge, 

everything grows. I follow the expansion until I sense the Spirit 

of the Moon has joined us. She stands directly above the water. 

Her light is clear, soft, and kind. I feel her rays penetrate deep 

into me, touching what is still hard within. I sense the influence 

of the planets I have been so occupied with lately. Still I remain 

in this timeless space without separation. By the water I feel 

peaceful, connected, woman. Then time returns: the space 

contracts, the water withdraws, and the Moon takes her former 

place. It is time to leave and go back to my own home. 

“How could you have been in the moon lodge, what 

nonsense. Look at earthly reality where life actually happens,” 

said White Bull. “That’s how it is. Don’t make a fool of 

yourself.” 

Day in and day out, I struggle with Gertrude, the elephant in 

my head who drags me deep into the jungle whenever I stray 

from the beaten path, scolding me constantly. Until Soluna 

intervenes. 

“Joy, I strongly feel that your contact with the Grandmothers 

is not what it should be. What’s going on?” 
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“I’m fighting with an elephant.” 

The bewildered look on Soluna’s face says it all. 

“I have an elephant in my head named Gertrude. She drags 

me into the jungle whenever I deviate from the path. And I 

suffer a lot from toxins, both in my body and in my living 

environment—remnants from past lives, remnants of Lyme 

disease… I have no idea how to get rid of them.” 

“The first thing that comes to me is that you forget you are a 

healer. Healers can heal themselves, but you don’t trust 

yourself enough. You told me you used kambo. As far as I 

know, that’s a poison. We, the Grandmothers and the Elders, 

work with light. Poison and light exclude each other. You can 

work with the spirit of kambo if you wish, but you don’t need 

to. In fact, such treatments are a masculine way of healing, 

based on struggle. The feminine way is the path of love. Love is 

white light. Toxins and heavy energies cannot withstand the 

white light of love. And you can command everything that 

doesn’t belong to you to leave: ‘enough, go now.’ Trust your 

feminine healing power. Ask the Grandmothers for healing. 

And for now, make daily conscious contact with them every 

morning. I will ask them what we can do for you. This is 

urgent, because it hinders your work and your growth.” 

She closes her eyes. I feel small, corrected. Doubt grips me 

again: I’m doing it wrong, once more. 

“The Grandmothers ask you to come to the moon lodge 

tonight. They will prepare a special space for you and hold a 

healing ceremony. I’ll email you the instructions.” 

 

That evening I step once more into the moon lodge. I ask 

Grandmother Turtle to cleanse me with the white eagle feather. 

Then I sit and wait. A deep silence fills the hut—until suddenly 

a window bursts open. A strong wind rushes in, sucking away 
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everything inside me that does not belong. Just as suddenly, the 

wind dies down. Outside I see a great fire, surrounded by 

women of ancient indigenous tribes. I walk out and, shyly, take 

my place among them. I can hardly believe that everyone here 

has gathered for my healing. Then a group of Native Americans 

arrives, dancing and drumming around the circle. 

“Get your drum and play along,” I hear. 

I obey. As I drum, the spirit of my drum seems to speak. 

First comes a goat: restless, boundless. Then a bear: his huge 

mouth full of teeth terrifies me. Darkness closes in, but I call it 

to a halt. Old fear—just a message, nothing more. As soon as I 

relax, a black mamba slithers out. Then a brightly colored 

poison frog leaps toward me. I understand now: no wonder I 

feared kambo. I knew the frog, but as deadly force. The fire dies 

down, everyone disappears. 

I am back in the hut—until a great flood sweeps in. A 

dolphin swims in the waters, looking at me with joy. I feel 

deeply connected with her and with the ocean. Healing flows 

from them to me. When the water recedes, Grandmother Turtle 

sits opposite me. She takes my hands, writes in them, then 

places them on my heart. I feel messages flow in. One stands 

out: it would do me good to live by the sea for a few years. 

After the ceremony I am utterly exhausted. I stagger to bed 

and sleep through the clock. 

 

Two days later I open my mailbox and stare at a message from 

Soluna: Where is my payment? 

I had transferred it immediately after the session, I write 

back. But days later it still isn’t settled. I check the bank number 

again—it’s correct. Soluna wants a Skype call. On the screen I 

see a very different Soluna: mistrustful. I show her the transfer, 

but she isn’t reassured. 
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“Okay,” she says, “I’ll wait a little longer.” 

I feel restless for days. What does this mean? 

Finally she lets me know she has received the money. Let’s not 

talk about it anymore, she writes.  

No thank you, just distrust. A nasty feeling lingers. 

 

The next morning I practice Chi Qong and sit on my cushion. 

Soluna’s task is finished, I hear. You are waiting for her permission to 

go on. Do you need a diploma to contact the Grandmothers on your 

own? 

I burst out laughing. A few minutes later I feel shame too. 

When will I finally trust my own strength? Your exam takes place 

in daily life. Initiations run parallel to earthly life. Remember? You 

are given plenty of exam material. And know this: power does not 

come from objects. If you feel power coming from an object, it belongs 

to its owner. You need your heart—that is where your power lies. It is 

the path of the heart. Walk it. Your own form will find you; don’t look 

for it, it will appear. As for the town where you live: power spots are 

not just gentle places of recharge, they can stir unrest if you are not in 

balance. You were drawn there for a reason. As long as you feel 

unrest, the power still works. When you find peace within yourself, 

the door to something new will open. And shift your focus. You worry 

too much about what you lack—your income, your bank account. I 

know you take the law of attraction seriously, but you forget your 

greatest capital: your talents. Use them. Work with them fully. And 

look closely at the message hidden in your shadow. Ask yourself why 

you were asked to tell stories. 

 

Later, walking through a busy street in Amsterdam, I see Max 

across the way. He seems far away, his face lonely and wistful. I 

stop. My heart swells with love. I follow him with my eyes until 

he vanishes. For a moment I lose myself, then remember where 
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I am. I know: nothing can change my love for him. And I feel no 

need to press him. Max walks his path, and I walk mine. I 

glance back one last time, then go on. 
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Chapter 52 
 

Poison slumbers in silence, until the light of healing reaches it. 
 

“As always, let me begin by asking how you are,” White Bull 

started. 

“Good.” 

“Then what brings you here?” 

“I need someone who can look with a broader perspective, 

from a greater distance, and I’d like to share some worries with 

you and ask for your advice.” 

“I understand. Where would you like to begin?” 

“With my worries.” 

“Tell me.” 

“I still have remnants of Lyme disease, and of course I’d like 

to clear that away as well. Someone suggested I try kambo 

sessions. I did one, but I don’t feel entirely sure it’s the right 

path. The poison shot straight to my head, and it all felt rather 

intense and frightening. Will kambo really help me?” 

“As I see it, kambo alone will not be sufficient. Cordyceps is 

a more direct and deeper physical approach, and also cheaper. 

Ask Ian about it. But I also need to tell you that you don’t only 

carry Lyme — you carry more within you that does not belong 

to you. Lyme was needed to draw your attention to that. What 

you carry comes partly from previous lives. I see, among other 

things, a poisoned arrow.” 

“Does what you’re saying have an African origin? An 

African entity activated something during a ceremony.” 
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“Indeed. She actually did you a service by refocusing your 

attention on your physical body. Part of your current life’s task 

is to cleanse yourself of old karmic residues — poison, curses, 

fears, and illnesses. Focus therefore on your physical well-being 

until your body is clean and healed. I also wonder what led you 

to your current home. I know it was given to you and that it 

was convenient at the time, but the law of attraction was also at 

work. Your apartment reflects what is happening in your 

body.” 

“It isn’t the right place. When I look outside, I grow sad: 

stark concrete, stone, a straight canal, and trees cut in such a 

way that they look like swords. Inside, my house is light and 

quiet, but that quiet gives me no peace. Sometimes it feels as 

though arrows shoot upward through the floor. I long to leave, 

but I don’t have much choice given my financial situation.” 

“All of this is part of your process. Once you manage to free 

your body of toxins — of all influences that don’t belong to you 

— the doors will swing open for you. The building itself is not 

free of toxic substances from the ground, and your neighbors 

also contribute to the toxicity you live in. Summer will be 

harder for you, because when it gets warmer everything rises 

more quickly. I suggest that you visualize mirrors on your 

neighbors’ ceilings, so the energy bounces back. Visualize the 

mirrors regularly.” 

So I’m supposed to send all the shit back, is that it? I 

thought. Before I could pursue that further, White Bull 

continued. 

“What I also perceive is that part of you is very tired of all 

the soaps you are involved in. And you know: in soap operas 

the characters rarely evolve — they keep repeating their 

mistakes. In your life, it is the soap with your family, your 

friends, your children, and also with our ayahuasca friend. You 
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are so weary of that role that it feels like a struggle. You even 

think that fighting belongs to life, that life is a test. Those 

convictions, dear one, can go straight into the trash. They have 

nothing to do with the path of freedom.” 

“To what extent are the healing retreats part of my life’s 

work?” 

“Do you enjoy them? Do you feel joy in that work?” 

“Partly.” 

“I see them, for the moment, as a mutual service. Make 

choices. Strive to do only what brings you joy, what makes 

passion flow through your life.” 

“Then I come to writing, storytelling, and traveling.” 

“That is what nourishes you. The choice is yours.” 

“There is still no partner in my life, though I long for one. 

Last time you said I was walking around with a sign on my 

head that read, ‘I don’t have time right now, come back later.’ 

How is that?” 

“Longing tells the universe that you are not whole and 

complete. Stop longing, because it blocks the fulfillment of your 

deep desire. Instead, celebrate your completeness, so that you 

attract another complete soul. And remember, the toxins and 

other influences we spoke of also infect your relationships. 

Cleanse everything. Begin anew as if you had just incarnated. 

Forget your biography, stop identifying with it, or you will only 

attract what you already know. Surely you don’t want that soap 

to keep repeating itself?” 

“What about what you said earlier — that there is someone 

for me, and that this person and no one else will be my partner? 

Suppose he uses his free will and says no?” 

“If the attraction is that strong, you will not meet until you 

are both ready. Of course there is always free will, but when the 

attraction is that powerful, free will will choose for the other. 
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You are ready, but he is not yet. You can help him by no longer 

being your biography, and by saying this mantra daily: ‘I am 

ready for the perfect partner, I am ready for the right soul.’ 

Define yourself more clearly. Know who you are, heal yourself, 

show that, and you will become irresistible. But there is 

something else I must tell you. You present yourself as someone 

who says: I want you, but I don’t need you.” 

“That’s true.” 

“Yes, on one level. But it would be good to realize that a man 

doesn’t feel like a man if his woman doesn’t need him. Don’t 

forget you are human, and that you are looking for your other 

half — your polar part — in order to feel truly complete. Be 

independent in your relationship with God, with Source, but 

remember that you seek completeness by sharing yourself with 

another. You want a man who respects your space, who doesn’t 

control you, who cares for you, who sees what you have 

achieved, and who complements you in ways you cannot 

imagine. You’ve learned a lot about independence, but that is 

not what you really long for. You desire a partner you can love 

freely. Create the feeling you will have once he is in your life, 

and live amidst that feeling. That way you make his coming 

easier; you help him by being magnetic to him. You need him to 

experience your completeness.” 

“Of course I’d like to know who that man is.” 

“Of course you do, but I won’t spoil the surprise. For now I 

greet you and thank you for allowing me to serve you. We, 

your friends in spirit, hold the image of the highest possible for 

you. God be with you.” 

This conversation with White Bull had a different effect on 

me than usual. I became painfully aware of the toxins that 

constantly threaten my health, forcing my liver to work 

overtime, making me clutch my side, waking me far too early in 
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the morning. How do I get that junk out of my body? And how 

can I find another place to live? A place in nature. Perhaps I 

could start with a week by the sea? 
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Chapter 53 
 

A seducer steps into my life and casts long shadows. 
 

A few months later, I open my mailbox and am surprised to see 

a message from Katja. 

 

Dear Joy, 

As a conclusion to your training ‘Design your love life’ 

I’m sending you, though a bit late, a voucher that gives 

you three weeks of free access to all the options of a 

spiritual dating site. 

Have fun, and of course I wish you the love you’ve been 

longing for all this time! 

Katja 

 

Oh no, I think, I’m not falling for that again—into the trash with 

you, great tempter! I clear the rest of my mail and start 

preparing to tell my first story about the moon. By late morning 

I feel uneasy. What’s going on now? Something nags at me 

inside my head. Why not enjoy those three free weeks on the dating 

site? 

“That’s simple,” I say, “I don’t want another 

disappointment, and besides, I’m sure my man is not on a site 

like that.” 

Why wouldn’t he be? my head insists. Or do you think you’re too 

good to be on a dating site? 

“Shut up.” I spend the rest of the day trying to finish the 

story. That evening, when I want to sit on my meditation 
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cushion, a stronger force seems to pull me toward my laptop. 

Before I know it, I’ve pulled the voucher out of the trash and 

within an hour I’m signed up on the dating site. 

 

The next morning there is already a message. 

Your profile really speaks to me, take a look and see what you think 

of mine. 

I click the link and see a photo of a man sitting ramrod 

straight. Ugh, my first reaction. Yet as I read his profile my 

opinion shifts with every line. A man who has been a sannyasin 

for more than half his life has clearly worked hard on his 

spiritual development. The rest of his story also resonates with 

me. 

Yours speaks to me as well, I write. 

Then let’s skip all the preliminaries and meet somewhere. That way 

we’ll know right away where we stand. 

Auke 

Good idea. Where and when? 

Shall I come your way? 

Ah, a man willing to get in his car! 

Yes, come my way. 

Do you know a nice place? 

Sure, there’s a castle nearby with a large terrace and delicious food. 

Shall we meet there? 

 

Two days later I park my car at the castle and walk through a 

small stretch of forest toward the terrace. The sun is shining 

brightly, blessing the day. A man is waiting near the terrace. He 

waves the moment he spots me. I wave back. When we stand 

face to face I see a sparkle in his eyes. The stiffness of the photo 

is nowhere to be found. Within an hour Auke has won me over. 

After a cup of tea we walk through the woods surrounding the 
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castle and then eat the most delicious food on the terrace. That 

evening I curl into his arms with the feeling that heaven has 

finally descended upon me. 

Auke strokes me slowly and tenderly. “Dear Joy,” he 

whispers in my ear, “to be able to experience this after all those 

years of struggle. Last Wednesday I have a soul regression. 

There my suspicion is confirmed. In the life before this one I am 

a high-ranking Nazi. I am killed in an attack. As I lie dying, I 

suddenly understand that I stood on the wrong side. I want to 

make amends immediately and prepare myself for the next life. 

I am advised against it, but I insist on returning as quickly as 

possible so I can repair my mistakes. But I was not ready, and 

that causes me to be depressed for almost my entire life until 

last Wednesday. It feels as if the gray veil that has hung over 

me since childhood is finally lifted. The world suddenly shines, 

and within a few days I have you in my arms. Isn’t it 

incredible?” 

I fall silent as unease takes hold of me. A whole life 

depressed, and now suddenly it is over? Could that be true? I 

think of Mahmood, my mother, and Freek. Haven’t I already 

endured enough of other people’s psychological misery? Is this 

heavenly feeling real, or is something else at play? Don’t nitpick, 

Joy, silly girl—get to know this man before you judge. I decide to 

sleep on it; tomorrow I will see. Just as I am about to drift off, 

terrifying figures appear. My bedroom fills with demons. I bolt 

upright, look again, but there is no denying it. I shake Auke 

awake. 

“I don’t know what’s going on, but my whole room is full of 

ghouls.” 

“Huh? What kind of ghouls?” 

“No idea, but they seem to be after me. I’m being stared 

down from all sides by icy cold eyes.” 
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“Could they have something to do with your soul 

regression?” 

“I feel light as a feather,” Auke replies, “maybe they belong 

to you?” 

“No, I’ve never seen them before, and I’ve never felt this 

kind of energy in my house.” 

“I don’t know either. Just go to sleep.” 

“That’s not going to work with these figures.” 

“So what do you want to do?” 

“I’ll send them to the light. Don’t say anything, I need to 

focus.” 

Auke falls silent while I connect with the entities by my bed. 

But no matter what I do, they stay put. They show no interest in 

going to the light. On the contrary, their power grows, the 

threat intensifies by the minute, and fear rises in me — this is 

beyond my strength. Then it strikes me: I can ask Archangel 

Michael for help. “Michael, I ask for your help. Beside me stand 

entities that want to possess me or destroy me. Please come and 

take them into the light.” A few seconds later I see a swirling 

blue column appear in my bedroom, wrapping itself around the 

entities. The column seems to draw them in. After that, there is 

peace. 

“Thank you, Michael,” I say. 

“You can sleep now, Archangel Michael has taken them 

away.” Moments later I hear Auke snoring beside me; I don’t 

sleep a wink that night. 

 

The next morning I look into the face of a happy Auke. I want 

to give him a chance. I get up to make breakfast while he gets 

dressed. Soon after we are enjoying our meal together. As we 

talk, I learn that Auke facilitates family constellations. 

“Would you do one for me?” I ask. 
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“Of course. What do you want to constellate?” 

“My relationship with money.” 

“Is it not going well?” 

“Not in the slightest.” 

“Tell me more, so we can phrase the question as clearly as 

possible.” 

Years of worries pour out of me: my endless struggle in the 

personal injury case, the disappointment of not receiving what I 

feel I am entitled to — everything tumbles from my mouth. 

“From what I hear, it feels like there’s a big blind spot in 

you. Wouldn’t it be better to constellate that?” 

“That sounds good, let’s do it.” 

An hour later, my blind spot has become a clear theme. I am 

afraid of my own power and keep giving it away, with the 

result that I also give away all abundance, since the two turn 

out to be connected. 

After the constellation we drive to my favorite forest and 

walk for hours, telling each other about our lives. “You know,” 

I say, “the fastest way to learn more about my life is to read my 

book.” 

“I’ve read a few pages, but I already know so much about 

spirituality that I don’t really need to read your book. Maybe 

I’ll read a few pages now and then, because you do write 

nicely.” 

Surprised and slightly disappointed, I look at him. 

Meanwhile, Auke keeps talking. 

“I’m considering writing a book too, about my past life as a 

Nazi. I’ve been told I can write well.” 

What? Is this man jealous? Trying to overrule me? I let go of 

his arm and step a little aside. 

“You know what I’d like?” he says. “To take you on a short 

holiday. Can you free yourself up?” 
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“Where would you like to go?” I ask. 

“That’s up to you. 

“Terschelling,” I say, “I haven’t been there in ages. Do you 

know it?” 

“No, never been.” 

“Then it’s about time.” 

“Your wish is my command, Your Royal Highness.” 
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Chapter 54 
 

In the mirror of seduction and oracle I find the key back to my 

strength. 

 

A week later Auke stands at my door. He grabs my suitcase 

and together we walk to his car. “Go ahead and get in, I’ll put 

your suitcase in the trunk.” I step in and feel that something 

enters with me. I recognize the energy—White Bull? I don’t 

understand. What is happening here? Suddenly I think of the 

question I asked the I Ching last night: what is the potential of 

this new relationship? The answer I receive is The Unfathomable, 

a warning of dangers that will follow one another. The advice is 

to flow like water around the dangers, to remain trustworthy, 

and to choose the path of least resistance. It speaks of the low 

point of a cycle, but one of great value. Only those who dare to 

go through it grow wiser. The soul is tested; it depends on 

yourself, and you must find your way out by your own 

strength. Water eventually flows into the lake where it comes to 

rest. I shrugged, for I couldn’t detect any danger at all. And 

besides, I have received answers from the I Ching before that 

didn’t resonate. Now that White Bull is with me, the matter 

feels different. Where does the threat come from? 

“So,” says Auke as he gets in, “let’s go. The weather is 

beautiful and we don’t need to rush to catch the boat, plenty of 

time.” 

I glance at him, see his expression, but still detect no danger. 

Yet I cannot deny that a feeling of unease has settled within me. 

Perhaps something else entirely is going on, and that is why 
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White Bull has come along. My unease remains no matter what 

I tell myself. 

 

With Auke beside me I sit two hours later in the restaurant at 

the harbor, waiting for the ferry, while White Bull sits on my 

other side. It is hot and crowded, voices buzz all around me, 

and I feel as if I don’t belong.  

Once on board, we sit on the top deck in the sun, and I feel 

better. The wind and the sea air heal me and allow me to relax a 

little. Auke talks endlessly, already making plans for our shared 

future. “But first Terschelling. If we get through that without a 

scratch, I’ll look for a big house for us together.” 

I long to move, but this is far too fast. “You hardly know 

me,” I say. 

“I feel as if I’ve known you a long time, maybe from a past 

life. I don’t doubt this relationship for a moment. I want to 

support you. I haven’t felt able to mean something to someone 

for so long, nothing seems more wonderful than to serve you.” 

I am touched. I look at Auke and rest my head on his 

shoulder. This is what I’ve longed for. “I’ve never experienced 

this before, I can hardly believe it.” 

Auke strokes my hair gently and kisses it. “You will believe 

it, I promise you.” 

The danger seems averted. I close my eyes and enjoy the sea 

and the wind. For a while we sit silently side by side on the top 

deck.  

“I’m seriously considering writing my life story,” says Auke. 

I sit up and look at him. “Be aware that you’ll have to relive 

the emotions of what you write about. Do you have the 

strength for that?” 

“That’s not necessary. I’ve already lived through the 

emotions; I just need to write them down.” 
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“That’s not how it went for me. I had to go through 

everything again. It’s no small thing, really—think carefully 

before you begin.” 

“If you can do it, I can too.” 

I say nothing more and turn my attention to the sea. 

 

Once on Terschelling, we walk to the taxi stand, and half an 

hour later we stand somewhat awkwardly in the hotel room. 

“Do you want to take a bath or shower before dinner?” asks 

Auke. 

“Good idea.” 

“Shall we bathe together?” 

“I’d rather shower, I don’t have the patience for a bath right 

now.” 

“As you wish,” says Auke. 

Suddenly I feel very tired. I step into the shower and let the 

water wash away my unrest.  

At dinner I can enjoy the luxury of being away for a while. 

Now and then Auke strokes my back, but I feel no impulse to 

do the same. After the meal we take a short walk to explore the 

surroundings. I slip my arm through his. The silence around us 

is deafening, broken only by the call of a bird in the distance. It 

feels as though I am walking in no man’s land—a land without 

origin, without contours, a place to disappear and forget 

everything. 

“Go to sleep,” Auke says when we return to the room, 

“you’re very tired, I think. I’ll read a little.” 

 

The next day we decide to cycle to the eastern side of 

Terschelling, the only part I have never visited. The weather is 

beautiful, not a cloud in sight, only a soft breeze brushing my 

face now and then.  
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“Thank you,” I say, “this is exactly what I needed.” 

“I’m glad. Enjoy as much as you can and rest well. Let me 

take care of you; that’s what I enjoy in return.” 

How could I object to that? But White Bull does not leave my 

side. 

 

Toward the end of our stay, just after we return from dinner, 

Auke pulls out a deck of cards. “Do you know the Symbolon 

cards?” 

“No,” I say, “but surely they’re oracle cards.” 

“They’re a combination of astrology and tarot. You can ask a 

question, and by drawing cards you receive answers both 

intuitively and rationally. The images speak to your intuition, 

the symbols to your rational mind. Do you want to take a look 

at the development of our relationship?” 

“Yes, that sounds like a good idea.” 

“I don’t suggest this lightly, because I notice you’ve 

withdrawn emotionally. I can hardly reach you. That worries 

me deeply, and I don’t cope well with it. Or would you rather 

talk about it?” 

I don’t want to talk, because I’ve already noticed that when I 

try to share my feelings they aren’t tolerated. I’ve been on my 

guard since morning. The feeling that grips me is an old 

acquaintance, going back to the time with Mahmood when I 

had to navigate between his feelings and mine.  

“I’m still in the phase of disbelief,” I say. “You seem so sure 

of your feelings for me, but I don’t feel that way about you. I’ve 

already told you. Maybe these cards can shed some light for 

both of us.” 

“Fine. Do you want to start?” 

“Yes.” At that moment I feel White Bull leaving. Strange. 

“Here we go. My first question: what is the state of the 
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relationship right now?” I shuffle the cards, spread them out, 

and pick one. Disaster stares at me. I see one of Auke’s 

eyebrows rise. I grab the booklet with explanations and read 

aloud: “chains, relationship hell, contact with magic, the black 

marriage, slavery, sadomasochism. Libra and Scorpio. Lovely,” 

I say. “That’s promising.” 

“It might reflect your fears about this relationship; it doesn’t 

necessarily mean it will go badly.” 

I think, That’s convenient. 

“Read on.” 

“You’ve been seduced by an image and now you are the 

prisoner. You’ve delivered yourself to your partner—whether 

in reality or imagination. You remain chained until you 

remember what brought you here. You are stuck and must 

walk the entire path to free yourself. Once you do, remember 

you can only bind yourself to the partner destined for you.” 

Silence beside me. 

“Can I ask another question?” 

“As many as you like.” 

“My next question: how do I free myself?” I pick a card: 

Phoenix. I read: “metamorphosis, liberation, death, 

disorientation, shedding the old skin. The way out: die to the 

old and rise from your ashes.” Another question, because I 

want to know how to do that. Abortion stares at me. “The 

sacrificed feminine, imagined feelings, depression, 

motherhood.” Aha, I think, I’ve slipped back into one of my old 

roles without noticing—the savior. Have I spread my wings 

again to shelter a lost soul beneath them? 

“The way out: you must go through the darkness like 

Persephone. Persephone was abducted by Hades, god of the 

underworld. This is fun,” I say, looking at Auke, “I love mythic 

stories. Do you know Persephone’s?” 
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“No, not really,” he says gloomily. 

I ignore his mood and continue: “Persephone seems like an 

innocent girl, but she knew what she was doing when she let 

Hades abduct her. She wanted to break free from her mother’s 

influence. Her life seemed dictated by others, and in part it was. 

But by allowing herself to be abducted she entered a situation 

where she discovered her strength. She eventually became 

queen of the underworld for part of the year. The rest she spent 

on Earth, bringing growth and bloom. In this way she could 

best use her power and was no longer completely lived by 

others.  

Let’s see what else the text says. Much has been torn from 

your soul, the wounds are painful, but you are no longer bound 

to what you sacrificed; it no longer has power over you.” 

Auke remains silent, and I begin to feel pity for him. 

“Now I’ll ask what you mean to me,” I say, and draw 

another card: Caring. “That perfectly fits how I experience you,” 

I say, like a comforting mother, and read aloud: “The one in the 

outer world who waits for your care mirrors the little child 

within you that needs your attention.” Oh dear, I think, does 

this refer to me, or to Auke, or both? “Take care of yourself and 

your emotional well-being. Don’t allow yourself to be 

distracted from that. You are no longer as fearful as before, and 

you are no longer helpless. You have learned to care for 

yourself—do that.” 

Silence beside me. And I know this is about me. I sigh with 

relief; a weight lifts off my shoulders. 

“One last question: what is the next and best step for me to 

take? Fortuna. Luck, spiritual depth, tolerance, reaching for the 

stars, seeking wonder, optimism, inner healer, trust. You lack 

trust and have lost your optimism; you no longer trust your 

own insights. Your ego denies your inner healer and so you 
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don’t use it. The bridge to your faith is destroyed. Wow, that’s 

heavy. The way forward is to rebuild trust in your inner guide 

who wants to lead you to the good. The heavens are your 

therapy. If you follow this path you’ll be richly rewarded; the 

horn of plenty will be yours, and your insights will return. 

Happiness will be yours.” 

Auke slumps back on the couch. I want to continue, because 

the images and words resonate deeply and my mood lifts with 

each card.  

“Please let me share what comes up.” 

“Go ahead, I’m listening.” 

“What comes to me is that I’ve let myself be guided too 

much by voices from the spiritual world without checking them 

against my inner knowing. I listened to the voice that spoke 

during ayahuasca ceremonies, a voice I trusted without 

reservation. I listened to White Bull and blindly followed what 

he said, I listened to psychics, consulted oracles, and felt tossed 

about from side to side. What I forgot was my own inner 

knowing. I also forgot that I have free will. Blindly I wanted to 

follow Tithua, but I didn’t ask myself if I was ready. I handed 

myself over to all those unseen forces. It is time to reclaim my 

own power and start again, knowing that I have the right to 

choose. 

Not long ago I received a message from someone dear to me. 

He wrote that messages coming from far away are not always 

easy to decipher. I begin to think he is right. Who tells me that 

all those spirits know better than I do? Because they have more 

overview than we on Earth, I assumed they were more capable 

of advising me than my own inner knowing. Only White Bull 

said around the turn of the year that this is the time to take a 

close look at relationships, including those with guides and 

teachers, and that it is good to feel the power within yourself, 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting. 231 
 

not place it outside yourself. For when you do, you 

disempower yourself and your path. Suddenly everything I’ve 

learned falls into place. It is time to shake off everything and 

everyone in order to hear my own voice again.  

Thank you for the opportunity you’ve given me to gain 

clarity here. Now I understand why you came into my life. 

Deep within I know that the man who is to be my partner will 

one day simply stand before me. I ignored my inner knowing 

and went dating. I regret that you became involved in that. It 

turned out differently than you hoped, but for me this 

experience is invaluable. Let’s enjoy this beautiful island, the 

wonderful weather, and then part in love.” 

Auke gets up, walks to the door, and slams it shut behind 

him. It doesn’t touch me. Tomorrow I am home again. 
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Chapter 55 
 

Under the stars desire sparkles, yet in the shadows an ancient 

power lurks. 

 

After the farewell, a feeling of unease takes hold of me again. 

Not without reason, as soon becomes clear. A few days later I 

find a threatening letter from Auke in my mailbox. As soon as I 

grasp what it says, I walk to my balcony, tear it into pieces, and 

set the scraps on fire. 

It doesn’t help. A huge negative force seizes me. I think of 

the ominous words of the Symbolon cards, pointing toward 

black magic. Something has me in its grip again. I don’t know 

what to do. I call Anton. 

 

As we search for porcini mushrooms I tell Anton about my 

adventures with Auke. 

“Are these edible?” Anton asks in the middle of my story, 

pointing at a cluster of pale mushrooms. 

“I think so, but I’m careful when I’m not sure. Better leave 

them.” 

“You should do the same with men,” I suddenly hear beside 

me. 

“Anton! My God, but you’re absolutely right,” I burst out 

laughing. 

“Yeah, laugh all you want.” 

“Don’t worry. I’ve learned my lesson; I’m not buying tickets 

anymore. I’ll let God be the matchmaker, as White Bull once 

advised.” 
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“You’re not buying tickets anymore? What do tickets have to 

do with dating?” 

“Max advised me to buy them.” 

“Ligteringen, you’re speaking in riddles.” 

That evening I gaze at the clear sky. My eyes fill again at the 

sight of millions of stars. I want so badly to share my life. How 

much longer must I dance alone? Where is my man? 

 

The following weekend, at a birthday party of a friend, it feels 

as if Auke was nothing but a bad dream. I enjoy the beautiful 

weather and the familiar company. 

“What kind of training are you taking?” I ask her. 

“It’s called spiritual response therapy. The method helps 

detect blockages, old programs, and old promises that keep you 

from living your life fully.” 

“Do you still need clients to practice with?” I ask without 

thinking. 

“Yes, would you like to be one?” 

“Very much. I can’t seem to break free from the negative 

circle of lack and disappointment.” 

“Great! Call me tomorrow and we’ll make an appointment.” 

 

My friend is ready when I arrive for the appointment. In front 

of her lies a folder with charts, in her hand a pendulum. 

“We begin by asking your Higher Self if I have permission to 

work with you. As you know, I serve as a channel. The charts 

are signposts, the pendulum shows me where to go.” 

Permission comes, and we start. 

Soon worry appears on her face. “You are troubled by an 

intruder, a soul trying to dominate you. It is a very dark force. 

I’ll ask where it comes from, whether it attached itself to you in 

this life or a past life, and which program allowed it.” Within an 
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hour the source is traced to Italy. And she too is attacked by this 

force.  

“It has enormous influence. It has managed to block 40% of 

your contact with your guides and with your Higher Self. The 

group of healers is now working to cleanse this. There is a 

major blockage in you that prevents peace and harmony, as 

well as programs that block abundance. In their place illusions 

have arisen—energies that paralyze responsibility and right 

choices. You’ve developed low self-esteem, a hidden 

depression, and a tendency toward critical, negative thinking. 

I’ll see where this program began.” 

I let it wash over me, and when I get home I think about it. It 

turns out to have begun in my life as Chloé in Egypt.  

“In that life you were part of a powerful religious group. 

When you broke away to continue alone, the others reacted 

fiercely: You were spiritually murdered. You lost access to the 

beings of light and to your Higher Self; You were cut off from 

help. That program allowed the dark force to use your energy 

field and subject you to its will. The charts also reveal someone 

else involved: a man you were married to. Your second 

husband. He has also been your husband before. 

“That’s right,” I say, “a few hundred years ago, in a life in 

which White Bull was also present.” 

“This program is anchored deep in your soul and will 

continue until it is healed. Work is being done now. First a 

psychic operation: your brain is brought back in line with your 

original blueprint. Then they cleanse your DNA and your 

subconscious.” Hours pass before the force finally seems to 

release. Relieved, we go out for dinner. 

 

That night I sleep like a rose. But the next morning my alarm 

clock has stopped, though the battery is new, and shortly after, 
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the electricity fails. I feel surrounded by something dark, a force 

with no good intentions. Then my friend calls. 

“How are you?” she asks. 

“I feel a force here that doesn’t belong. Just now the power 

went out and my alarm clock stopped for no reason.” 

“The power went out here this morning too. I consulted the 

group, because I was harassed all night. The force is trying to 

block my work and refuses to let you go. You must 

immediately begin working with Kryon energy. I’ll email you a 

prayer—read it aloud daily, meditate twice a day with your 

Higher Self. Read and listen to as many Kryon channelings as 

you can. Don’t forget you carry the archetype of the healer 

within you—use it now. And read Sacred Contracts by Caroline 

Myss. In two days we’ll do a second session via Skype.” 

I feel sick and guilty, though I know it makes no sense. 

Immediately I realize: this is negative energy. No one is served 

by it. 

 

Two days later I sit ready for the second session. It is supposed 

to last an hour and a half, but again it takes hours before the 

force loosens its grip.  

“You are asked not to send negative energy into the world 

with the publication of your second book. Live your life from 

compassion and love, and do not be tempted to give attention 

to dark forces.” 

Meek as a lamb, I do as she asks. Each night I fight a force 

that tries to destroy me. 

 

When it is time for the third session, I wait in vain for the Skype 

signal. I need no explanation; it will not happen. An hour later 

my feeling is confirmed. 
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“I’m so sorry,” my friend says, “but I’ve been advised not to 

work with you any further. I am constantly being blocked, and 

other clients are affected. I recommend you see a very 

experienced SRT therapist. I’ll email you some names.” 

Panic seizes me—until I remember that I can find the 

solution myself, and must use my healing abilities. 
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Chapter 56 
 

Where shadows feign power, the soul remembers its unwavering 

light. 

 

“As always, I begin with the question: how are you?” 

“I have a problem,” I say. 

“Tell me,” says White Bull. 

“Recently, I started with Spiritual Response Therapy. A 

therapy to eliminate old contracts and programs that can create 

blockages in one’s life. Since then, both I and the person who 

gave the therapy have been troubled by a very dark force. The 

therapist called it black magic, or even worse, but I prefer not to 

use that word.” 

“Dear one, even the word black magic carries an energy that 

immediately attracts the negative. Do not use it. Furthermore, I 

want to tell you that no one who is fully oriented toward the 

light, the Source, God, can ever be blocked. Like dictators, such 

spirits can create the impression of being strong, but in reality 

they are weak and insignificant. Why do you think you needed 

this experience? What within you did it serve?” 

“Fortunately, I have found that out. It showed me where my 

weak spots were, and because of that I was able to step back 

into my strength.” 

“That is wonderful. So, you were given the opportunity to 

redefine your path toward the light and the truth? That is 

something lightworkers must occasionally do, so they are 

reminded again of what they are doing and what their task is. 

Such a short, unpleasant period prevents you from forgetting 
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your purpose. You are far too advanced on this path to be able 

to hand your soul over to the devil. Consciously choosing the 

light is the best way to ensure your safety. Do not allow any 

thought that could give power to this force that troubles you. 

That power is only an illusion. It is an unpleasant experience 

and it blocks you, but try not to make a drama of it, because 

that only gives access; that is the kind of energy such forces 

feed on. Keep your feet on the ground and eliminate the 

thought that anything is against you. Your book will be 

published; do not worry about that.” 

“The therapist also said it might be better not to publish the 

story about what happened in Italy.” 

“The choice is entirely yours. You have not the slightest 

intention of harming the people in Italy. But you may ask 

yourself to what extent it serves the world to write about the 

power games that take place there. What happened at that place 

in Italy is an echo of an earlier experience you had. It was, in a 

way, an echo from the past.” 

“Are you talking about my previous life in Egypt?” 

“Indeed. Much value is placed on the culture of temples and 

pyramids, but people forget that this culture created a heartless 

society; a society with much knowledge but no love, a society 

based on power and powerlessness. Let me explain what 

happens when memories of ancient times surface. You surely 

know the effect when you suddenly catch a scent that reminds 

you of something. Someone wears a perfume your 

grandmother once used, for example. The moment you catch 

that scent, you dive into the past and live briefly with that 

energy. The same happened to you with this force. In Italy, you 

caught the scent of a distant past, because the place was filled 

with symbolism from that time. It weakened you because back 

then you were disempowered. The fear you experienced in that 
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life resurfaced. That paralyzed you, it made you unable to do 

much there. This force noticed it immediately, but also knew 

that once you awakened, you could pose a risk to the 

continuation of the ideas held there as truth. Ask yourself 

whom you serve by describing this history extensively in your 

book. No one can stop you, the choice is yours.” 

“Did something go wrong during the sessions with my 

friend? Why could she and the healers she works with not give 

me this message, instead of frightening me so badly?” 

“That is the risk every beginner faces, and even the most 

experienced mediums can still face it. It is also the risk when 

you seek guidance outside yourself. That is why you must 

always feel whether something truly resonates with you. I do 

not wish to say anything negative about her; she did her 

utmost, worked with the right intention, but she still lacks 

experience. That is all. And know that whenever you are afraid, 

for whatever reason, you run the risk of attracting something 

negative.” 

“Do I still need that therapy?” 

“As long as you keep your trust in God, the Source, or 

whatever name you prefer, you are safe. You stand so strongly 

in the light that darkness has no chance. Only if you let yourself 

be swept away by old memories can that change. You have no 

idea how contagious fear is, whether it comes from far away in 

space or time makes no difference. Only those who stand firmly 

in the light remain unaffected. Forces such as the one you 

encountered move to places in the astral world where negative 

forces gather and create concentrations of negativity. Those 

who are strongly connected to the light and their intentions are 

immune. That force had been around for quite some time, but 

only when you had the session and the seed of memory was 

planted did you become aware of it. Negative forces such as 
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these do serve a purpose, however. Without them, negativity 

would remain intangible and you would not become aware of 

the remnants of negativity and darkness still within you. Thank 

this force for what it did; it helped you to choose again for the 

light. We, behind the veil, would wish we could wave a magic 

wand and make all negative forces and experiences disappear, 

but that is not possible.  

Know that there is nothing you cannot receive from what 

you wish for yourself. I know, of course, what you are working 

on, and I want to tell you that everything you want could come 

to you today, if only you open the door.” 

“I have heard that before. But how do I open that door?” 

“Your vibration is not yet aligned with it. The scent of 

memories keeps your vibration too low and repeatedly destroys 

your trust. It is no wonder your trust is so easily broken, 

considering your experiences in this life alone. But dear one, 

leave your history behind you, step out of it, and live in the 

energy you wish for yourself. That is the way, and that is how 

you open the door to abundance. Know that you need a 

gradual build-up. Your system cannot handle drastic changes 

all at once. That is why you will not win millions in the lottery; 

you need to transform your life step by step into a life of 

abundance.  

Let me give you a metaphor: when you look at a clear blue 

sky, it is hard to imagine that clouds can form within minutes. 

Yet everything needed to create those clouds is already present 

in that blue sky. So it is in your life: everything you wish for 

yourself is already there. When you trust and live with the right 

vibration, those clouds will form—and it can happen very 

quickly.  

I will now take my leave, holding the vision of God’s love 

for you. I greet you.” 
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In the meantime, I did not forget the advice to start working 

with the Kryon energy. On YouTube I found a sea of 

channelings from Lee Carroll, and I listened to what Kryon has 

been saying for the past twenty years. 

“Since 2014 there has been talk of a new civilization on 

Earth. What is your role now as a lightworker? Know that your 

brain cannot help you, because it works on the basis of past 

experiences; it has never seen what is coming. You will have to 

walk other paths to get advice on what to do. Integrity is of the 

greatest importance now. Organizations that lack integrity will 

collapse if they do not improve. What should you do? Sow? 

Harvest? You don’t know. You are used to someone telling you 

what to do, but it will no longer work that way. Instead, your 

instructor will give you information and say: ‘Here is 

information about what you can expect from your intuitive self, 

and that is all.’ With that, you must engage in the process. The 

moment you say, ‘I am participating in the development of the 

Earth,’ information will be sent to you—not as a channeling, but 

poured into you in ways you do not expect. 

How should you participate? The first thing you must do is 

stop engaging in stories about conspiracies of extraterrestrials 

or other forces. Even if you are right, you must stop. 

Lightworkers want to expose them and publish about them. 

Stop! It does not help the planet. Ask yourself: does it help the 

Earth if I spread this information? The answer is no, it does not 

bring peace. Go within and look at yourself. You must soften, 

not fight. 

The second thing you must do is shift your focus to the new 

frequency. Go within again and support the new. Lightworkers 

are attracted to extraterrestrials because you also carry that 

DNA. You are a Lemurian, which is why you feel drawn to it. 
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The third thing you must do is stop being odd or eccentric as a 

New Age person. Do you want to show your imbalance to the 

world? Which master brought imbalance into the lives of 

others? None! So you should not do that either. Begin by 

bringing yourself into balance. Let people see the love in your 

life, and stop acting strange. 

The next step is to learn to understand your intuition. You 

must learn to communicate with it, because that is the new way. 

Let your brain marry your intuition and let the relationship 

truly be fifty-fifty. At present, you are nowhere near that. Learn 

to work with the Akasha, which cannot be known in the third 

dimension. You will have to work with your intuition, for it is 

the only gateway.  

Know that we are here with legions of helpers to support 

you. They send you what you need—you do not have to do it 

all yourself. Your dormant DNA can be activated in a second, 

and strangely enough, fear can play a role in that. Once you 

grasp it, hold on to it! Practice with your intuition, connect it 

with your brain. Your pineal gland is the gate. 

The next step is to learn to trust synchronicity. All those so-

called coincidences are the work of Spirit cooperating with you. 

The more you learn to trust and use your intuition, the more 

synchronicity will appear in your life. Do you wonder whether 

you can truly rely on synchronicity? I say: yes, absolutely. Once 

you get it, you will notice that people respond and say: ‘I don’t 

know how you do it, but may I walk alongside you?’  

Stand up, join in, look at your fellow human beings and love 

them. This brings the balance that will save the Earth. Use your 

intuition to be in the right place, at the right time, where you 

are asked to be.” 
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Afterword 
 

Gertrude, the Elephant, has finally come to rest. Her heavy 

tread has left deep tracks, but where her feet touched the earth, 

new grass is now growing. What once seemed threatening and 

uncontrollable has become a part of me – a companion I have 

learned to know, to tame, and even to appreciate. 

 

The Elephant is not only an animal in this story, but also a 

metaphor, representing the whole of thoughts, memories, and 

emotions that together with the brain form the mind – and can 

cause so much unrest. Untamed, this mind can thunder through 

anyone’s life: heavy, stubborn, and unrestrained.  

 

Whoever learns to understand the Elephant discovers that she 

is not hostile, but a source of strength. By observing her, by 

walking beside her instead of fighting her, the possibility arises 

to give direction. Not through force, but through gentleness, 

attention, and loving discipline. 

 

Gertrude has shown me that even the most untamable forces 

within ourselves can become allies. Her heavy steps have 

turned into a rhythm that carries me rather than weighs me 

down. 

 

With this book, I close an intense part of my journey. The 

Taming of the Elephant stands for finding balance between the 

loud voice of the mind and the quiet voice of the heart. This is 
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only one episode in The Story of a Thousand Lifetimes, but one 

that points the way toward what is yet to come. 

 

Thank you, dear reader, for having shared this journey with 

me. Perhaps along the way you will also recognize your own 

Elephant. May you learn to know her, use her strength, and 

move forward together, as I now do with Gertrude – toward 

new horizons. 

 

I hope to welcome you again before long in the third book of 

The Story of a Thousand Lifetimes, entitled The Other Way. 

 

Joy 
 

 
 

If this book has meant something to you and you would like to give 

something back, you are welcome to make a voluntary contribution. 

You choose the amount. Thank you.      

Bank account (IBAN): NL68ASNB 8844 211327 

BIC/SWIFT: ASNBNL21  

Account holder: Joy Ligteringen 
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